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the GIRL who couldn’t say NO 


by Ronnie B 



'"'’T ET me buy you another,*' suggested the tall good 
guy I had picked up in the dimly lighted bar. 

''No,** I said, "Come up to my place and have one 
there. "It*s more comfortable.** He took my arm. I was 
thrilled at his touch. He was an exciting man. 

When we got in my apartment, I excused myself and 
hurried to the bathroom. As I tore off my clothes, I 
caught a sudden glimpse of myself in the mirror, and 
suddenly I was fighting back my tears. The strange 
savage expression on my face made me look like a mad 
woman in a horror movie. I turned away disgusted. I 
was mad I knew — mad for men. 

I threw my black nylon net shortie, which showed 
all there was of me worth looking at, over my shoulders, 
and went out to him. He stood up, taking stock of me. 

"Come on, lover-boy,** I cried hoarsely. "Love me 
quick — I can't wait." I slid my arms round his neck and 
pushed my lips to his, but he drew back, his wide dark 
eyes looking at me quizzically. 


"How much.^** he asked. The words shocked me as 
if he had suddenly slopped a bucket of dirty water over 
me, but I couldn't stop. 

"Nothing, silly, nothing, I cried. "I just want you to 
love me. Quick, quick! Please ..." I stamped my foot. 
"Don't keep me waiting." 

I hurled myself against him blindly, imploring him 
to do what I wanted, but he grabbed my wrists and held 
me off. "Sorry, but you'll have to wait for someone else 
he said sternly. "I'm a police officer.** 

I collapsed on the floor at his feet sobbing and 
screaming. I remember that he picked me up and put me 
on the divan and covered me with a towelling robe he 
found in the bathroom. He was a decent guy. Because I 
didn*t accept money, he said, I hadn*t broken the law 
and he wasn*t going to book me, although there were 
half a dozen charges he could bring against me. I can 
see his stern face now as he shook his finger at me and 
warned me. "You be careful young lady, or you'll get 
into trouble. If I were you. I'd see a doctor, and get help * 
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worse. I threw myself on the bed 
and prayed. **Oh God, please God 
help me.’’ I couldn’t endure the pain 
any longer. Somewhere deep inside 
me, two strange intxplicable forces 
were crashing together and driving 
me mad. I’he urge was on me as 
strong as ever, and the drink I had 
taken was making it worse. I began 
pacing up and down my beautiful 
studio like a wild beast. I simply 
had to go out. 

I lunged into the closet and yank¬ 
ed out my new tweed suit. I would 
put it on over my bare body and go 


was no time ror hra or panties, my 
heart was beating wildly. My mouth 
was parched, and my throat felt as 
if it had been rubbed with sand¬ 
paper. But I didn’t go out. In a 
spasm of determination, 1 ripped my 
precious suit into small pieces. 

The violence of tearing the fabric 
calmed me a little. 1 flopped on the 
divan and wept. Why did I have to 
be like this.^ Why couldn’t I be like 
other girls.^ 1 was sick, mentally sick, 
perhaps incurable. At nineteen I had 
already had sexual relations with 
more than 2(K) men. I didn’t remem- 


I F 1 only could! The moment he 
had gone 1 was on the phone rust¬ 
ling up a man. Johnny, the boy 
downstairs, wasn’t in, and I felt 
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1 medium thick porterhouse 
Olive oil 

2 cups of beer 

4 tablespoons butter 
2 tablespoons flour 
1 lb. mushrooms (small) 



COOL" DISHES FOR YOUR HOT TAMALE 

'^Q^HOEVER said that the best way to a man’s heart is through 
his stomach was either a woman, or a guy who was too modest 
to mention the fact that women like to eat as much as or even more 
than the poor dumb animal who pays the check. 

If the truth were known, many a maid has become a “Mrs.” or 
a mistress after her natural suspicions of men have been mollified 
by a good meal. Nothing pleases a gal more these days than to be 
served a delicious repast cooked by your own fair hand in your 
bachelor apartment, or at home when you’ve sent the old folks to a 
double feature. Here’s a meal for two which will put her in a better 
mood to see your etchings than a burger and coffee at the “Greasy 
spoon” on the corner. 

CpcktaiU ccutM, 

PLUSH SPECIAL 

2 dashes bitters, 2/3 rum, 1/3 sweet vermouth. Stir in cracked ice. Strain 
and serve with cherry in a pre-chilled glass. If you want to make this one 
ultra-plush, add a jigger of vodka. 

NIBBLE BAIT 

TOASTED CRAB MEAT — Mix fresh or canned crab meat with chili 
sauce, celery salt and piemento. Spread the mixture on strips of toast or 
crackers, and bake under the grilf for a few minutes. Trim and serve. 
TONGUE TEASERS — Spread strips of sliced tongue with English mus¬ 
tard, red pepper and olive oil, put in refrigerator over night. Just before 
serving separate strips, fry in butter and serve with thin slices of bread. 

STEAK IN BEER 

'T HERE S nothing like a steak as a main dish, but make yours different 
and you’ll be weB remembered. This one, you can say, was from a 
secret recipe given you by the chef to Charles Boyer. 


Marinate the steak (overnight if 
possible) in oil. Season with salt, 
paprika, and a hint of garlic if 
you like it that way. Cook slowly 
under grill until it is sizzling right 
which you test with a knife or 
fork. Just before the steak is fin¬ 
ished, fry mushrooms in butter, 
add flour, a steak juice from the 
broiler pan. Then pour in the 
foaming ale, mix well, pour over 
the steak and serve. 

DRINKS 

A good red white — imported Bordeaux or Burgundy. They don’t have 
to be expensive^ (about two bucks a bottle) and they’re wonderfully 
stimulating. Don t serve hard liquor with your meal or you both may get 
the hiccups. 

DESSERT 

Ice Cream — Chocolate mints — Lady Fingers 

COFFEE 

Black and hot 

AFTER DINNER 

Creme de Menthe Southern Comfort 

If you want to be a real after-dinner sensation try a Lizard Skin. It’s 
simple. Just hollow out half a large orange. Fill with brandy, set it alight, 
blow It out and drink. If this doesn’t do the trick, take a Dale Carnegie 
course. 








PLUSH 

ADVENTURE 

R emember the oUi poem 

about the skipper who look 
his little hlue-eycn daughter to 
keep him company, and how the 
poor girl came to a tragic end in 
a storm. 

This truly nautical shot was 
taken hy the skipper’s son who 
took the baker’s daughter on a 
cruise to keep him company. She 
brought plenty of cheese-cake 
along, and you must admit she 
has a pair of beautiful blue eyes. 


B ecause she did so well as 
deck hand and cabin girl, the 
kindhearted lad promoted her to 
first mate. Unfortunately the last 
first mate’s togs didn’t fit, so she 
had to perform her chores in her 
cabin girl’s togs, which, however, 
seem to suit her rather well. 

Here you see her going aloft to 
fix the mizzen shrouds while the 
lucky lad just sits in the stern and 
doodles with his rudder. 






P ROM FAR-OFF INDIA comes lovely Ranee Singh as exotic a Lotus flower as you 
^ could hope to find in the land of Siva the Goddess of Love. Ranee graduated from 
college in dramatics, speaks four languages not including what she calls the international 
language of love which, she insists, enables two earthly bodies to find Nirvana. 
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A real daughter of the Sun, Ranee bares her tawny splendor to King Sol as she dreams 
of the day her prince will come and keep coming. Who wouldn’t, with a gorgeous piece 
of sunbaked honey bun like Ranee to encourage him. 
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CASANOVA WAS A PIKER 


by Eric England 


AN angry crowd was bombarding the fashionable house 

in London’s Mayfair with bricks and garbage. A dead 
cat smacked through the broken window of the downstairs 
front room. From the upstairs windows, the servants were 
emptying chamber pots and buckets of boiling water on the 
crowd. 

Urged on by screaming women, a group^ of men were 
taking turns to hurl themselves at the street door. When the 
door opened, and a tall soldierly figure strode out, they fell 
back in awe. 

“What the H.is going on here?” demanded Colonel 

Francis Charteris. 

A woman detached herself from the crowd. “My daugh¬ 
ter — my poor innocent child. You’ve got her in there.” 

The colonel laughed. “I never stole a girl in my life. 
What’s your daughter’s name?” 

“Mary — Mary Price — my innocent Mary — as pure 
as she was born.” 

The colonel bowed mockingly. “In that case, madam, 
come in and fetch her.” The angry mother rushed in with 
a flutter of skirts. In the palatial dining room she came to 
a shocked halt. Her mouth gaped. Five naked wenches were 
sitting at the table drinking — and among them was her 
daughter. 

Charteris chuckled as he heard the “poor innocent 
child” tell her mother she was having the time of her life, 
and had no intention of coming home. As he showed the 
shocked mother out, he said? “Please ask your friends to 
be quiet. Noise disturbs my loving.” 

C HARTERIS was bad news for men as well as women. 

Drummed out of the British army for cheating, he 
fought a duel which ended by his biting off his opponent’s 
nose. Commissioned in another regiment, he again was 


caught cheating at cards. The other officers imposed the 
regimental penalty of stripping him naked and making him 
stand with his back to the wall for the rest of the game, 
which was being played in the home of the regimental 
colonel. 

Charteris waited until the officers were absorbed with 
their card play. Then he walked into the drawing room 
where the ladies were assembled. From there he carried off 
the colonel s daughter to the nearest bedroom. Later he 
traded her for his clothes and a thousand guineas “hush” 
money. 

The man never missed a trick. His two main interests 
weij money and women. He made them both. An expert 
card player he won several magnificent country estates from 
their owners. One of these, Hornby Castle, in Lancashire, 
England, he opened as a high class brothel. His methods 
of charging make the highest price madam of today look 

the equivalent of 

^2,000 lor a night at the notorious castle. Charteris took 
DO per cent. 

. In London where he was married to a woman of noble 
birth, Charteris purchased a house exclusively for orgies. 
His desires often ran to as many as six virgins a day. To 
keep his larder stocked.” as he put it in his memoirs, he 
hired two procuresses to watch the waggons bringing 
serving maids from the country looking for jobs, and hired 
the good looking ones. Usually after a few days with the 
randy colonel, the girls were turned loose on the town, but 
with instructions to report back only if they were pregnant. 

^NE girl, a handsome 15-year-old redhead from the 
^ ‘bounty of Berkshire quickly got* the measure of the 
Colonel. After an orgy of love making, Charteris who was 
considerably hung over, told Sarah Sileto to get out. Sarah 
did — only to the next room. She (Continued on Page 50) 
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. . . compared to Colonel Francis Charteris, the English noble¬ 
man who loved 10,000 women and made a fortune with bordellos 

and real estate. 
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jp RANGE is famous for food, wine and women, in whichever order you prefer. 

Meet Marcelle Maurois, a typical Paris pretty as she dresses in her Montmarte 
Hotel for her day’s work. Marcelle is a stenographer. At nights she’s studying to 
be a lawyer. Her hobby is painting, but she does have some free evenings for 
culture. 






Ayf ARCELLE just loves oui-oui to nice people 
IVJ. Being a good dresser, she puts a lot 
of thought into what she’ll wear, and when 
she thinks about clothes she likes to relax . . . 
Somehow or other we think she looks rather 
cute when she’s handling the problem of how 
to cover herself. 
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have zee evening already planned — a little aperatif — what you call a cocktail — a nice intimate dinner at Fer- 
-I dinand’s, a movie of course, and then supper at Chez Graff, where zee music makes me feel romantic . . . and 
then perhaps he will come back with me to see my paintings. You think so . . . yes? 
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the Virgin who was too good 

to he true 


By ARTHUR ADLON 


l^rAGDA Schmidt was a good girl. Her widowed mother thought so of course, but 
the neighbors on Hochestrcissc in W^est Berlin who like all other neighbors knew 
more about other people’s girls than their own were quite sure about it. Even if 
Magda was too extravagantly beautiful to be good, she was too busy with group 
activities to be bad. « 

Hochestrasse knew that she got up early enough to do most of the house cleaning 
before she went to her 8-hour a day job at a lawyer’s office, that on Monday evenings 
she attended gym classes, on Tuesday she was home sewing and mending, on Wed¬ 
nesday it was economics night at the local University, and so on through the week 
till Saturday when she and Ingabord, her girl friend, went to the local dance hall 
and came back together shortly before midnight. 

The odd part of all this was that Magda was a real dish whom nature had 
endowed with a bra measurement that would make Marylyn Monroe look like a 
kindergarten junior, and supporting measurements to match. One look at this tall 
blond beauty was enough to set any wolf’s tail wagging, hut that was as far as they 
got. Magda just didn’t seem to have time for the boys. 

This worried her mother no end. Frau Schmidt who’d been a dish herself in 
her day, having once stood-in for Marlene Dietrich in the old “Blue Angel” days, 
had purposely brought her daughter up in the straight and narrow, hut, after all, 
it didn’t seem right for so lovely a girl to go to seed in single harness when there 
was so much to gain from being married. Of course, there was a shortage of men 
due to the war, but it wasn’t so had that a girl with what Magda had so much of, 
couldn’t get a big slice of the matrimonial cake. 

“AT^^DA, it’s time you were married,” said Frau Schmidt one day, “You’re 
twenty-five you know. It’s later than you think.” 

“Yes, mum,” answered Magda without enthusiasm, “But who is there to marry? 
All the boys I know have girls, and I wouldn’t like to take another girl’s boy!” 

“You do want to get married, daughter?” asked her mother sharply. 

“Of course I do, mother. What girl doesn’t. I’d like (Turn to Page 51) 
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A nciv tivist in the ivorld’s oldest profession 


I T pays to advertise particularly wlien you 
have something good to sell. The naughty- 
for-dough gals in Hollywood have hit on a 
sweet racket to hawk their wares. They use 
the want-ad columns of the hig daily news¬ 
papers to let the world know they are ready 
and willing to do business. 

Their professional activities, as you may 
know, are frowned on hy the law. Vice-cops 
have a sneaky habit of listening in on tele¬ 
phone calls, and walking into love lU'sts at 
most inconvenient moments. 

The gals, however, are pr<»ving once again 
that “love will find a way.” They advertise 
themselves as photograjihic models. All you 
have to do is to call up, make an at)|)ointment 
and go up and click. In case you don’t have a 
camera, the girl provides one, and lights as 
well. It’s all in the package, including the 
model — unwrapped. 

M aybe you’ve never had a real (tarnera in 
your hands with a professional lighting 
set up, and a professional model. Brother, this 
is your big opportunity. Take out your Brown- 
ie and shoot. The gal’s all yours, hig blue eyes, 
and what goes with them. 

If you don’t click to the possihilitii's of such 
an occasion, chances are she’ll make with the 
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liquor, which, as the poet says, is quicker. Then, when your 
inhibitions are really down she’ll go to work to show you 
a tew double” exposures, and you’ll certainly get some 
real snappy positives. 


It all sounds real cool. A smart cookie can more than 
get his money’s worth; pictures he took himself to send 
home to Mama, a drink or two on the house, and a catch- 
as-catch-can session with a gorgeous dame. 



ric-iuKts have been 


.--—.X- taJ^en and th 

model IS resting after posing under the brigh 
lights which IS terribly tiring - and so th 
guy makes the most of his exposures. 
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A NICE PICTURE if you can get it 
. . . Why not try? ”I have a camera 
and lights,” she says. ’’All you have 
to do is click and I'll do the rest.” 
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BUSINESS SEEMS TO BE BOOM¬ 
ING in this studio. The shutterbugs 
come one after another. If one hap¬ 
pens to be a vice-cop, it’s quite OK 
because he’s really going to take pic¬ 
tures. After all, you can’t pinch a gal 
for artistic posing which is art for 
art’s sake, and who dares say she isn’t 
artistic. 


23 






24 











By ERIC ENGLAND 


HOW TO GH ALONG 
WITH 

FRENCH GIRLS 


Y OU don’t have to travel 100 miles from the corner drug store to 
discover there are different kinds of girls, but on indulging in a 
closer studv of the tender traps you may discover that the basic design 
is the same; and not bad either, whichever way you look at it. 

However, when you start hot footing it around the world you’ll 
find that girls in different countries have different ways, and respond 
to different approaches, even if the end result is the same. 

Take France for instance, seeing the French girls are just about 
what every male man dreams of. It might surprise you to know that 
what you might suggest to an American gal hoping that she doesn’t 
give you a shiner, a French girl will accept as a compliment. Even if 
her answer is no, she’s likely to give you a big kiss. 

N OW for some basic facts about Miss France. She is the least 
divorced woman in the world, the least raped, the least mur¬ 
dered, the least alcoholic, and the rarest inhabitant of mental homes. 
Married, she averages 1.5 children. She is lucky if her husband’s an¬ 
nual income measures up to S3,(X)0 US dollars on which she manages 
to look better dressed and more attractive than an American woman 
whose legal meal ticket earns anything from S5,000 to $25,000. 

Miss France, I should tell you, after ten years first hand experience 
is a neat package correctly wrapped at all times. Although her tender 
trap is baited with the same allurements as Miss America’s, she does 
not parade them, even if she did create the Bikini way back in the ’30’s. 
This of course is because she considers that the beach is the one place 
where the sun and the sons of men are entitled to equal views of the 
largest possible area of her epidermis. 

At heart, Francoise is an old fashioned girl who knows that girls 
are for and what men like about girls, but she has a firm belief that 
there is a time for everything. She is moral to a degree but never 
enough to be dull, and being an artist, of course, she draws the line 
sometimes as all artists should. 

My friend Joe had the line drawn on him recently, and he still 
hasn’t figured it out. He and his bundle of (Turn to Page 58) 







CHINA 


I think 

Chinese girls are different, we present 
you proof positive in Karen Chan. This 
delectable daughter of old Cathay is an 
expert stenographer. Don’t try to tell her 
what Confucius said, because she happens 
to TO a philosophy major, and is studying 
for her Ph.D. ^ 
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J^AREN always finds getting up in the morn 

‘"f a chore. Sh 

gets nd of those early morning blues with he 

w/ “j*® trimming waker-uppe 
® awake watching. Whei 

Karen told us she knows all kinds of tricks ; 

Kaien’s"cute.'." yet? 
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Karen's torso-trimming bedroom tricks are a treat to watch. 
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Big Missus Siept Aione 

By MERTON MOON 

Lena was tired of her exotic life on a tropical island, tired even of a husband who still 
attracted her, and so she planned a way out which seemed delightfully simple . 


It was 8 a.m. The tropical heat was already roasting 
the island. It lay heavily on the slate gray water of the 
lagoon. Near the tiny verdant crested atoll at the mouth 
of the harbor, it bounced back to the sky in quivering 
silvered laminations. 

Lena raised her slim Kthe body from the chaise 
lounge on the duck board patio and went into the ramb¬ 
ling bungalow she and Vane had called home for the past 
five years. 

She walked slowly as one long accustomed to the 
excessive humid heat. She was a wellmade blonde with 
round firm breasts and odd deep set green eyes that made 
men look twice. She was naked because it was too hot to 
dress, and because nobody cared how she looked these 
days. 

The interior was dark and shadowy. Aluna, the little 
Malay maid servant, never remembered to draw the 
shades to air the place early before the heat became too 
oppressive. Lena’s exquisitely moulded face creased with 
displeasure as the odor of smoke, liquor and rotting 
flowers came forward to meet her. 

She sighed. She had to get out of this somehow and 
quick. A secret part of her mind laughed as she remem¬ 
bered something. It would be better after Vane had gone; 
and where Vane was going, he wouldn’t he back. 

Smiling dreamily,- she walked out on to the veranda 
and examined herself in the fly spotted mirror. Instinc¬ 
tively she held her breasts because she was proud of them. 
The touch of her own fingers on her small pink nipples 
gave her a pleasurable thrill. Her breasts were always 
sensitive. She bit her lip and tossed back her blonde head 
in a sudden spasm of passion. Now she wanted to be 
loved. Larry wouldn’t he round for tiflin until noon . . . 
so it would have to be Vane. 

A NOISE at the far end of the verhanda spun her 
round in time to see a snake streak away from the 
little spot of sun where he was sunning himself. Lena 
shivered. Snakes terrified her. In the living room, she 
poured herself a stiff finger of scotch. What an idiot she 
had been to let Vane talk her into living on this stinking 
tropical island. As she gulped the drink she thought of 


the native proverb which ran, “If you marry the cock, 
you live in the barnyard, marry the dog and run at his 

In the bedroom Vane was lying on his back in the 
raggle-taggle double bed, snoring. He called it his work¬ 
shop. Lena refused to sleep on the rackety squeaky thing. 
The moment they had finished making love she always 
went to her own neatly primped bedroom. All the natives 
on the island knew that “Big Missus” slept alone. 

For a moment she stood looking down at Vane with 
obvious disgust. With his sun-sorched drink stained face, 
narrow brows and thin nose with wide sensitive nostrils, 
he looked rather like a red horse. They had met in Sid¬ 
ney, Australia six years back when she had been strand¬ 
ed in a hotel room by an American who forgot to pay 
the hill. 

Vane was amusing and intelligent. He represented 
a US importing company. At first it had been fun travel¬ 
ling from island to island, drinking,, dancing and loving. 
Now she was bored, too bored even to hate. 

The liquor had heightened her desire. She flung 
herself on the bed and proceeded to arouse her legal 
husband, for the last time, she reflected, as she pressed 
her breasts against Vane’s sleepy body, and felt his 
surging reaction. If love was the only thing she wanted, 
she thought with a sudden flush of conscience, Vane 
would do for ever. This morning pacticularly, she re¬ 
minded herself, she had to be sure his satisfaction was 
utter and complete — for a very good reason. “Love me, 
love me. Vane” she pleaded as she poured out the passion 
of her quivering body. 

S HE had passed her climax and Vane was snoring 
again when a noise in Vane’s dressing room disturbed 
her. She sat upright on the bed, shielding her breasts 
with her hands. Sixteen-year-old Aluna, exotic as a 
tropical flower with her slim boyish figure and large 
uptitled breasts stood in the doorway. This morning, 
Lena noticed she had put a bright red azalea in her 
shining black hair. 

With her hand on her hip, she leaned against the 
wall smiling down at Lena, completely unconcerned that 
Big Missus knew she had spent (Turn to Page 56) 


31 


SWEDEN 


TN SWEDEN they like ’em big and blonde, and so do we. Ingrid Christiansen is a typical 
Swede of classic proportions. She’s just the kind we could rave over, and because we’re 
just wild about the girl, we have put her in the "Plush” frame of honor which is re¬ 
served for old masters and young mistresses. 
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INGRID believes in exercising her splendid body, so round, so 
firm, when the sun comes peeping in at morn. 


INGRID’S A WONDERFUL SKI ER. She says 
it’s wonderful for her figure, and being a n^ature 
girl, she assures us she never wore a bra. 
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PLUSH 



LAFFS 


A MARRIAGE broker introduced a gorgeous gal to 
a young lawyer. Next day the legal man returned 
to the broker, saying, "There’s one thing missing- 
sex. I want a sample before I marry her.” 

The marriage-maker summoned the lassie and told 
her, "That lawyer won’t buy blind—he wants to know 
how good you are. He insists on a sample before 
marriage. What can I tell him?” 

"Tell him,” she cooed, "I won’t give him any 
samples, but I’ll give him plenty of references!” 

A STUDIO needed a bubble dancer for a short film 
sequence, so the director promptly hired one. The 
following day the producer stormed into the director’s 
office howling, "You’re paying $500 a week for a 
lousy bubble dancer! Why* so much?” 

"Big girl! Small bubble!” was the reply. 

I N the days when Robert Ripley published Believe 
It or Not an old duffer awakened with a lovely, 
large red rose growing in the middle of a head that 
had been bald when he went to bed. He dashed down 
to Ripley’s office. 

"I gotta see Bob,” he said, as he stood there hatless. 
"What about?” asked the receptionist. 


^T^HE headmistress of a fashionable girl’s school was 
interviewing a new student. She spent an hour 
telling the Miss the general rules, and finally said: 

"There are just two words I want you to refrain 
from using. One is sfvell and the other .is lousy, 

”A11 right,” the girl answered brightly; ”What 
are they?” 

^THRUSTING my nose firmly between his teeth, I 
threw him heavily on the ground on top of me. 

Mark Twain 

SAILOR was cast away on a desert island. After 
he had been there for ten years, he awoke one 
morning and saw a lovely young babe floating toward 
the beach on a barrel. The barrel washed ashore, and 
the woman approached. 

"Hello there,” said she, "and how long have you 
been here?” 

"More than ten years,” said the sailor. 

"Gracious,” purred the woman. "Then I shall give 
you something you certainly haven’t had for a long 
time.” 

"Bus’ my leg,” said the sailor. "Don’t tell me you 
got beer in that barrel.” 


HOLLYWOOD PRODUCER: "Let’s have some real 
fun tonight.” 

PRODUCER’S WIFE: All right by me. Leave the hall 
light on if you get hame before I do.” 

A PRETTY young thing and her docctor were talking 
on the telephone. "Doctor,” queried the girl, "Uh, 
did I leave my panties at your office this afternoon?” 
”Why, no, you didn’t,” answered the doctor. 

"Oh, now I know,” the cutie exclaimed. "I must 
have left them at my dentist’s.” 

A FAMOUS actor, doing his duty at a benefit affair, 
asked a maiden lady to dance. As they waltzed, 
she simpered, "Oh, whatever made you ask poor little 
me to dance?” 

The gallant actor replied, "This is a charity ball, 
. isn’t it?” 

HE librarian was approached one day by an old 
maid who inquired: 

"Can you recommend a good book for me? 

"Here’s one about a cardinal,” the librarian replied. 
"Too religious,” snapped the dame. 

"But this one,” the librarian explained, "is a bird.” 
"Young man,” the woman said,” I am not interested 
in his private life either.” 
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^^NE of the world’s leading detectives died and ap¬ 
plied for admission to Heaven. An •attendant at 
the gates told him there was not even standing room: 

"We’re full up; you’ll have to go on the waiting 
list.” 

The detective refused to wait, however, so the at¬ 
tendant finally said: 

"If you can pick out Adam from the millions of 
people in there. I’ll let you stay.” 

So the detective pushed his way inside. In less than 
an hour he was back, arm-in-arm with Adam. The 
guardian of the gates was amazed. 

‘How in the world did you ever find him?” 

"Quite simple,” the detective replied. "I merely 
looked for a man without a navel.” 

A ROUND White River Junction, Vermont, a tourist 
came across an old car that was stuck in a mud 
puddle. He stopped to see if he could help and saw the 
angry driver harnessing two kittens to the front axle. 

"For the love of Mike,” he gasped; "You’re not 
going to try to haul the car out with those kittens, 
are you?” 

"Don’t know why not,” drawled the farmer. "I’ve 
got a whip, ain’t I?” 
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T N LONDON, ENGLAND, we 
bumped into Nadine Moser, a 
cute little bundle of British beauty. 
Nadine loves the sea, and sailors. 
Sailors are so exciting, she declares, 
because you never know when they 
are arriving, and when one’s at sea, 
there’s always another one in port. 
That, we’ll accept from Nadine. 





THE SEA AND THE SAND are like poetry to Nadine . . 



I 


. . . they make her feel phantastically' romantic. When she gets 
married, she’s going to insist on a house right on the water front, 
so she can take a dip — before "breakfast.’ 







THE gal must have sea in her veins. She told “Plush” 
she actually spends more time in the water than in 
bed. We’ve heard of pens that write under water, but — 
well, perhaps Nadine will find a husband who’s a skin 
diver as well as a sailor. 


Nadine looks as if she’s ready to take a plunge any moment, so get your flippers. 
Unce she s in the water, she really takes some catching. / I'l' 
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P ETER Paul Rubens, born in 1577, is re¬ 
nowned for his magnificent pictures of 
healthy luscious looking women. Most of his 
paintings show generously proportioned, big 
breasted females symbolic of the “earthy 
power of womanhood.” Rubens achieved his 
effects not only in the robust figures of his 
women, but in his exquisite skin tones. Look¬ 
ing at one of his works, the spectator sur¬ 
renders to the impression that the sensuous 
women are really alive. 

A superb realist, Rubens succeeded in por¬ 
traying real women very different from the 
carefully posed ladies committed to canvas by 
his contemporaries. 


B orn of wealthy parents of Flemish origin, 
he very early in life showed great talent 
for art. As a boy he made drawings of the 
lusty farm girls and serving maids employed 
on his father’s estate. Seeing these well stack¬ 
ed girls in the nude (when he was very 
young) probably gave him his taste for 
voluptuous women. 

As the son of the master of the big estate, 
the young artist must have enjoyed the pas¬ 
sionate interludes with the robust wenches 
which his creative energies demanded. 


The Robust 
Nudes of 

Peter Paul Rubens 



ADAM AND EVE - Rubens copied this picture from Titian’s, 
but his cunning brush added an earthly realism and sensual 
impact. Which caused a sensation when hrst shown. 
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In all his works, the handsome bearded artist endowed 
his female figures with exciting voluptuous breasts, broad 
challenging hips and exquisitely drawn thighs. ^ 


■jD UBENS obviously derived a great deal of pleasure 
painting the picture of the three hefty dames, The God¬ 
desses, Mineva Juno and Venus who were taking part in 
the first recorded beauty contest, the gals showing off their 
charms for a handsome young fellow named Paris. 

The picture created a scandal. The goddesses looked 
too real. People had never imagined the ladies of mythology 
could have such seductive breasts and stimulating torsos. 
The winner, incidentally, was the gal in the middle, Venus 
whom Rubens depicted as the most entrancing of the girls. 


While the other girls are making the most of what they have, 
which IS plenty Venus stands gracefully in the middle, a 
modest shapely lass. 




I ..11 T II .* ^. . wiuuii you can 

still see in all its entrancing color in the Prado at Ma¬ 
drid, Spam but having made the decision to buy, he wanted 
some changes made. He asked Rubens to modify “the exces¬ 
sive nakedness” of the girls. Rubens refused, saying that 
was how he painted female figures and that was how they 
would remain. Then he confided a secret to the king’s repre¬ 
sentative. The picture of Venus which the critics had already 
proclaimed as the best of the three was a very good like- 
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DIANA AND CALLISTO - These girls are listening to 
the sad story of a girl who was wronged. The exprMSions 
on their faces and the postures of their magnificent bodies 
are eloquent of their interest. 


ness of his own wife, and he wasn’t going to do a thing 
about it. 

Rubens married a wealthy girl who was in keep¬ 
ing with his idea of feminine beauty. He painted her 
into several of his pictures and while they were on 
their honeymoon did a picture of them both which the 
critics hailed as a symbol of happy marriage. 

F our years after this wife, Isabella, died leaving his 
two sons, Rubens fell madly in love with Helene 
Fourment, a well-built young woman of sixteen whose 
sister, Suzanne had been posing for him. At fifty-three 
he married his lovely Helene who bore him five chil¬ 
dren. 

The artist constantly showed his affection for his 
youthful ^ife by using her as a model as often as 
possible. One of his most famous portraits shows her 
with her splendid torso draped in a short fur coat, his 


THE ABDUCTION — This painting literally sizzles with 
action as the horsemen seize the luscious young women 
to carry them off and enjoy their lusty bodies. 
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Meeting up with the vice squad 
cop that night scared me — but not 
enough. Round 2 A.M., I got Johnny 
on the phone. ''Vm tired,” he com- 
pl lined, only just got in.” 

'*Come up, Johnny,” I ordered. He 
hesitated. ”OK, Ronnie, but it’ll cost 
you twenty bucks this time.” 

I would have paid double. 

I T all started in my last year at high 
school. The gang had voted me 
the ”Girl Most Likely To Success.” 
We celebrated, of course, and that 
night when my head was swimming 
with spiked cokes, I lay down to 
”neck” on the beach under the west¬ 
ern sky with a boy named Jed, the 
star athlete of our graduating class. 
The roar of the Pacific rollers was 
sweet music in my ears. It did more 
to awaken me than all of Jed’s 
fumbling love making. 

After that night, I was a little 
curious about sex, although I had 
hardly given it a thought earlier. 
Jed had seemed as exhaused as if he 
had run a four-minute mile. To me, 
what he had done meant absolutely 
nothing. I listened to other girls 
describing their experiences. What 
was I missing? 

One night at a wild nude party 
in a boy’s studio at Laguna Beach 
when five girls paired off with five 
boys, I heard the other kids groaning 
and squealing with ecstacy, and won¬ 
dered. I had nothing to groan about. 
This love making business left me 
completely cold. I didn’t dislike it, of 
course, but it could never send me 
as it seemed to do the others. 

I began to brood. Perhaps boys 
weren’t my type. I had read some¬ 
where that older men were better. 
To prove it, I made myself up to 
look as old as I knew how and walk¬ 
ed boldly into a bar, and picked 
up a middle aged man. He took me 
to a sleasy hotbed hotel. I layed on 
the bed watching the cockroaches 
running up and down the exposed 
plumbing. If this was sex, it wasn’t 
for me. How bored could you get? 

B ut I wasn’t satisfied. It must be 
the men — not me. A girl with 
my body and looks couldn’t be all 
that wrong. Wherever I went, men 


looked at men and wanted me. A 
motion picture director stopped me 
in the street and offered me a fi^m 
test. I knew what he wanted. I gave 
it to him in the Hollywood-Biltmore 
Hotel. When I told him his love- 
making bored me, he was furious, 
and tried again. He ordered drinks. 
He pleaded. I had insulted his ego. 
To put himself right with himself 
he had to keep trying. Finally, he 
gave up and I left him to sleep off 
his fatigue. 

Chris, my room mate, suggested 
I try a muscle man. She showed me 
the physical culture magazines she 
read so avidly. These men, she said, 
were athletes. They didn’t drink or 
smoke, and that helped to make them 
good lovers. 

I found Ed on ’’Muscle Beach.” He 
weighed 250 lbs. with muscles bulg¬ 
ing all over him like potato sacks. 
His skin tanned a delicious golden 
brown, he looked a picture of mascu¬ 
line beauty. 

That night, I went home by cab 
because I coiddn’t walk. My lips 
were bleeding. My shoulders and 
thighs ached so much that I couldn’t 
decide whether it was best to sit or 
stand. My head was reeling as if I 
was drunk. 

Ed was something very different. 
Driving me back to his shack near 
the beach he was tender and amus¬ 
ing. I began to experience the thrills 
I wanted digging my fingers into his 
biceps and pinching his iron clad 
legs. 

In his room I peeled off everything 
to display my 38-26-36 figure, but he 
hardly gave me a glance. Instead of 
dashing over to grab me as I expect¬ 
ed, Ed bared his own magnificent 
physique and picked up the heavy 
barbells with which he had built 
those mighty muscles. As he strained 
and pushed, his clean cut blond fea¬ 
tures lit with a mystical light as if 
his thoughts were in henven. I 
watched him fascinated. Here was 
one wonderful piece of man. I was 
picturing myself as Venus waiting 
for Appollo. 

Each time he raised the huge 
weights, Ed gave a little snort. His 
sweating body looked as if it was 
coated with golden lacquer. The odor 
of his perspiration assailed my senses 
pleasantly. 

Suddenly he put down the barbells 
and sprang at me like a panther. 
I’he mighty swipe he crashed across 
my face with his open palm knocked 
me clean off my feet. Before I could 
even scream, he picked me up like a 
rag doll and slapped me again. Then 
he sank bis teeth deep into the flesh 

ust under my ribs. I squealed with 


pain and hit him with all the 
strength I could muster. I grabbed 
his right ear and tore at it. He 
slapped my arm away, turned me 
over and spanked me with 
avalanche of stinging blows. 

T screamed, and he laughed like a 
A demon. Then he left me for a 
moment. When I heard his bare feet 
come padding back across the room, 
I peeked between my fingers. In his 
hand was a thick leather belt. 

’’Scream all you want, sister,” he 
snarled. ”I like it.” The belt cracked 
across my naked body. The pain was 
excruciating. I shouted for help until 
I fainted. When I came to, he was 
slapping my face, and making love 
to me with bestial fury. 

My evidence, and that of rwo other 
girls, sent Ed to prison. It \v^as my 
duty to society; but that night, as 
my broken body crawled into bed, 
the shocking truth dawned on me. 

7 Jnul been satisfied physically only 
by this brutal sadist. I realized with 
mounting horror that such a thing 
might never happen again. It hasn t. 

B ecause of the notoriety, the 

newspaper headlines had 
brought me, I came to New York, 
and took a job. While I worked I 
was safe, but the moment my mind 
was unoccupied, the erotic urge 
came. The memory of that weird 
sadistic orgy with Ed was burned 
into my senses. Somewhere, in the 
great city there must be the man! 

I tried them all, hating myself for 
what I was doing. I lured a wiry 
young high school ’’rock” to my 
apartment and deliberately beat him 
up. He fought back and overpower¬ 
ed me snarling and cursing. But it 
wasn’t the same. 

I went to a psychiatrist. His advice 
helped, but the urge came back 
stronger than ever. I surrounded my¬ 
self with healthy young executives 
like Johnny, but they soon tired. I 
was too easy, and too demanding. 

One man who nearly satisfied me 
was in his fifties, but was fat and 
graying. He had a wife and children. 
Sometimes he slept over in my apart¬ 
ment from sheer exhaustion while I 
went out to scour the bars for 
aonther man to put me to sleep in 
a hotel. 

I hated what *I was doing. I knew 
the terrible risk of going with 
strange men. Every report of a sex 
crime in the news columns jabbed 
me into a miasma of hysterical fear. 
I was scared of contracting some 
horrible disease, or blackmail. 
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1 prayed to find just one man who 
would make a decent woman of me. 
Some nights I locked myself in my 
apartment. 1 soaked myself for hours 
in boiling hot baths, but it didn’t 
help. 1 screamed till I was hoarse. 
1 smashed dishes against the wall, 
but the urge was always there, claw¬ 
ing, burning, hurting, deep inside 
me. 

Oddly enough, my work was get¬ 
ting better and better. I was earping 
more than some of the men copy 
writers. My handsome young boss 
never tried to conceal he was crazy 
about me. 

"Ronnie,” he said one day, ’’Why 
isn’t a lovely creature like you mar- 
ried.>” 

I laughed and told him the right 
man hadn’t come along. 

"What about me.^” he said stand¬ 
ing close to me, his eyes burning 
into mine. 

I shook my head. ”No, Bill, not 
even you. There isn’t a man born 
who could satisfy me.” That was the 
truth, but I didn’t have to give him 
details. My job was too precious. 
Back in my own little office I dabbed 
at my tears. 

T dreaded the thought of the bleak 
evening stretching ahead. I 
hadn’t seen Bill my fifty year old 
suburban lover for nearly a whole 
week. I mustn’t let him get away. 
Supposing he had tired of me.^ The 
thought was terrifying. I called him 
at the office. The operator con¬ 
nected me with his boss. ’’Didn’t 
you know.^” a solemn voice inquired. 
"Poor old Bill died suddenly — a 
heart attack. He got home in the 
small hours last Saturday morning 
and dropped dead in the kitchen as 
he was making a cup of coffee . . 

". . . the small hours of Saturday 
morning.” The words stabbed into 
my consciousness. Bill had been up 
at my place Friday. I had been so 
hungry for his love that I wouldn’t 
let him even take me out to dinner. 
He had begged to stay the night. 
His haggard pleading face swam be¬ 
fore my eyes. ’’Honey, I’m pooped. I 
gotta have some sleep. I won’t make 
the station.” # 
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CASANOVA 
WAS A PIKER 

came back with a pair of horse pistols, 
loaded and primed. Her first shot 
shattered the celing and covered the 
drunken colonel with plaster. 

Charteris who had talked his way 
out of many such a situation decided 
to play the diplomat. “Don’t take it so 
baldly, Sarah,” he said, “There’s no 
need to blow your brains out.” 

“I’m not blowing my brains out,” 
retorted the-determined teen. She aim¬ 
ed the massive pistol at the Colonel’s 
stomach, “I’m going to blow off 
your-.” 

Sarah stayed with the colonel long 
enough to bear three children and 
obtain a life settlement for each of 
them. 

T he Colonel’s reputation became so 
infamous that landlords along the 
route from London to his Scottish 
estates refused him lodgings, partic¬ 
ularly because he rarely paid the bills. 
In one city where the local inn would 
not make him welcome, he persuaded 
the local minister to give him shelter. 

When he laid siege to the parson’s 
daughter, she announced that he 
would have to rent a room in town, 
because her scruples would not stom¬ 
ach such an affair under her father’s 
roof. Charteris hired a room over a 
carpenter’s shop in town. The maid 
servant who showed him the place was 
buxom and wenchable. So having 
wenched himself at the cost of a shill¬ 
ing (one quarter) the Colonel rode 
back to break the good news to his 
intended paramour. 

The next Sunday while the good 
people of the town were at church, 
Charteris and his girl friend began 
their party. “This was indeed a lusty 
wench” wrote Francis in his diary. 
“After several encounters, and some 
drinks of her father’s sherry wine 
which she brought with her, I, being 
very tired, did fall asleep. On waking 
I was convinced I was in hell; because 
flames and smoke were all around. 

They were. Someone, perhaps the 
serving maid, had set fire to the shav¬ 
ings in the carpenter’s shop, in a fit 
of jealously and the building was 
ablaze. Outside, a crowd had gathered. 
Charteris and his fair companion 
jumped for their lives out of the 
window, on to mattresses the con¬ 
stables had spread out on the ground. 
As they landed, the crowd roared 
with laughter. The pair were stark 
naked. 


TjURTHER north, Charteris’ luck 

deserted him. Riding in a back 
street of Edinburg, Scotland, he. over¬ 
took a local housewife whose figure 
appealed to him. Appropriately strip¬ 
ped for action, the ungallant colonel 
with pistol in hand, gave her a choice 
of death or dishonor. The lady chose 
dishonor, in broad daylight, but when 
she got back home, she talked — to 
her husband. That afternoon, while 
Charteris was attending to the daugh¬ 
ter of a magistrate in her father’s 
chambers at the law courts, he was 
arrested by the Sheriff’s men for. rape. 
The next Monday, although defended 
by Duncan Forbes, the ‘Gerry Geisler’ 
of the day, he was sentenced to be 
hanged. 

Asked to make a last request be¬ 
fore going to the gallows, he demand¬ 
ed : “The hangman’s daughter, or 
three fat harlots, at the expense of 
the city.” 

Instead, he got a reprieve from the 
king. He celebrated its arrival by 
paying for a solemn thanksgiving 
service at the local cathedral, and 
announcing his intention of setting up 
a foundation to educate all his illegiti¬ 
mate children, and also a hostel for 
fallen women. 

Later he appointed an eminent 
preacher, Thomas Woolston, as his 
personal chaplain, and settled down to 
increase his real estate holdings, and 
make up his lost time with the girls. 
He scrupulously kept a record of each 
affair, with dates and names, and com¬ 
ments. 

By this time, his reputation was so 
bad that his agents could not main¬ 
tain the supply of serving maids to the 
town house. Charteris instructed them 
to use the names of his friends, or 
even of the King himself, and 
doubled the fee for good looking vir¬ 
gins delivered to his housekeeper, 

O NE day, when he first set eyes on 
the latest arrival, he reflected 
that quality could be better than 
quantity. Ann Bond was a dish, tall, 
blonde, and blue eyes, with luscious 
curves, and an angelic expression. 

Only one thing was wrong. Because 
of the colonel’s scorching reputation, 
the agents had not told her for whom 
she was working. When she saw Char¬ 
teris, she refused to play, and tried to 
quit. Francis told his housekeeper to 
keep the girl prisoner. 

On the morning of November elev¬ 
enth, unable to contain himself any 
longer, Charteris had the fire made up 
in his bedroom, and sent for the 
beauty. She was brought to his room, 
stripped. 

Charteris went to work, but Ann 


put up a terrific fipht- In final des¬ 
peration, she seized a flaming brand 
from the fire, and succeeded in burn- 
in*^ the Colonel where it hurt most. 

But the cursing lusting soldier final¬ 
ly accomplished his purpose. Then, 
nursing his singed person, he had the 
<rirl thrown into the street. If she came 
back for her clothes, he said, she was 
to be charged with stealing his purse. 

Ann, however, was no strumpet. 
Aided by her indignant father and 
some of his powerful friends, she had 
Charteris indicted for rape. After a 
two day trial at the Old Bailey, during 
which the jury inspected his burns 
which were accepted as evidence 
against him, Charteris was sentenced 
to be hanged and carried off to New- 
o^ate Prison in chains to await execu- 
tion. 

But his friends were powerful. In 
those days, rape was the privilege of 
the rich, only it wasn’t called that; 
and so the King ordered his immediate 
release on the condition he paid the 
girl 800 guineas. Francis insisted on 
giving her 2,000, and promised to 
raise the child of the union, if there 
was one. 

On his way home, from Newgate 
to his mansion in Kensington, after 
his release, his luck seemed to desert 
him. A band of irate fathers whose 
daughters had been initiated by the 
Colonel overturned his coach. They 
disturbed Charteris being entertained 
by two harlots who quickly fled, leav¬ 
ing him to be beaten almost to pulp 
by the angry mob. His life was saved 
only by the arrival of the King’s con¬ 
stables. 

TJOR months the Colonel lay dying, 

tended, strangely enough, by his 
loyal wife and daughter. Feeling un¬ 
certain as to his ultimate destination, 
he offered 30,000 guineas to anyone 
who could prove to him that he would 
not go to hell. Before he could be 
convinced, however, and his decision 
was doubtless aided by his daughter 
who considered such an expenditure 
gn an intangible as an utter waste of 
that money she hoped to inherit, Char¬ 
teris died at the age of fifty-seven. 

Apart from his success with women, 
and at popular estimate, and by his 
own statements, he had relations with 
more than 10,000, Francis Charteris 
was a financial genius. With an un¬ 
canny nose for profitable stock and 
real estate deals, he piled up a massive 
fortune. He added to it by lending 
money at high rates of interest, invest¬ 
ing the profits judiciously, and never 
spending money on himself except on 
necessities. 

As a gambler, he was unequalled. 
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When lie went to Aix-La-Chapelle 
ulUne his (loctor had ordered him to 
Jak(» a cure, he divided his hours he- 
tNN(H‘n women and gamhling. His aver- 
ai*e weekly take at the tables was said 
amount to the equivalent of $ 5000 . 
As for the pjirls, his arrival caused 
>^ueh a sensation among the local liar- 
lets that the police had to be called 
eut to keep the ladies of the night 
fi'oin rushing the hotel where he 
stayed. To solve this problem, Char- 
teris issued tickets of admittance 
'vliich the police sold to the girls, but 
he would only dally with five a day, 
the doctor having ordered him to 
take a “real rest.” 

Search of the records turns up no 
proof of his ever having any real 
friends. Dr. Clark who attended him 
during his last illness described him 
as ‘"The terriblest patient I ever had, 
with the manners of a pig, and the 
roar of a lion. I lived two days of hell 
his house ... he seems to have 
died of a decay of nature ...” # 


THE VIRGIN 
WHO WAS TOO 
GOOD TO BE 
TRUE 


someone good, kind and rich - rich 
enough, so you would never have to 
worry for the rest of your life.” 

Her mother kissed Magda. “We’ll 
find hiiii^ darling.” She shed a silent 
tear, There isn t a man good enough 
for my little girl, but we’ll find one.” 
Somewhere in the whole of Germany, 
Mrs. Schmidt felt, there must b<‘ a 
man young enough and wilh enough 
money to make her daughter a <»<)()d 
husband. 

OHORTI^Y after this (amversation, 
^ the neighbors had plenly to talk 
about.* Scarcely a day |)assed bul one 
or two, and sometimes lhr(‘e, respon¬ 
sible looking m(‘n called at the solid 


brick house that was the Schmidt 
residence. More intriguing still was 
the iK'ws passed out by Hans the mail¬ 
man who reported the daily arrival of 
an abnormal amount of mail for Frau 
Schmidt. 

The truth was that Magda’s moth(*r 
had inserted an announcement in the 
rnalrimonial columns of the big Rerlin 
lUiwspaper, and had mailed a fetching 
j)icture of Magda to each reply which 
schemed worth while. So they came to 
the house; tall men, short men, fat 
men and thin men, dark men, and 
blond rm'n, all intent to view the 
goddc'ss sc(‘king a mate. 

Aft(*r th(*y had been screened by 
Frau S( •hni idl. .♦^elec^te'd applicants were 
p(M*milIcd to have a private interview 
wilh the gorg(*ous Magda whom mama 
had dr(^ss(Ml in such a way that anyone 
bul a blind iiian could see had ev(‘ry- 
lliing a girl should have, only on her 
it look('d better. 

Mama who had been around ex¬ 
tensively as a youngster, and still 
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looked as if she could go around again 
was flattered when two of the older 
applicants laid their hearts and their 
billfolds at her feet even before seeing 
Magda, but she was worried when her 
lovely daughter frankly admitted she 
hadn’t seen anything to her taste. 
Magda even turned her pretty thumbs 
down on a handsome young million¬ 
aire from Hamburg who arrived in a 
chauffeur driven American Cadillac. 

“Don’t you really want to get mar¬ 
ried, Magda?” she inquired a trifle 
impatiently after applicant number 60 
had been sent on his way. 

Magda shrugged her shapely should¬ 
ers. “I do — I suppose, but none of 
them are really interesting.” 

Frau Schmidt suffered a pang of 
sharp regret. Such a beautiful girl, 
and she had-no interest in men. It was 
her fault of course. She had brought 
Magda up too strictly, and she hadn’t 
told her the facts of life. Now was a 
good time perhaps, but she shrank 
from the problem. Besides, another 
caller was due in a few minutes. 

W HEN she opened the door to 
Hans Konrad, Frau Schmidt’s 
matronly heart did a distinct flip. Here 


was a terrific young man. Eying him 
and stammering a welcome, she suc¬ 
cumbed to a pang of envy. If she had 
only met a young god like this when 
she was Magda’s age. As she looked 
at his deep set dark blue eyes and 
tawny gold hair, the nipples of her 
ample bosoms hardened with a vicari¬ 
ous thrill. If Magda didn’t fall for this 
one, she had a hole in her head which 
could only be mended with a good 
slapping. 

Frau Schmidt was nothing if not 
businesslike. She examined the young 
man’s credentials with meticulous care. 
Only when her cash register mind was 
completely satisfied that he was well 
enough placed in life, did she flutter 
into Magda’s studio bedroom to an¬ 
nounce the arrival of Prince Charm¬ 
ing himself. 

Having insisted on Magda changing 
into a simple blue dress that matched 
her eyes and revealed every curve of 
her magnificent figure to its very best 
advantage. Mama went to fetch the 
young man. 

“Be very nice to him, darling,” she 
told her daughter, “And be sure to 
answer all his questions fully, and 
don’t be cold to him.” She winked her 


eye “You might even allow him to 
take just a little liberty, if you like 
him, and I am sure you will. 

H ans caught his breath when he 
saw the gorgeous piece of girl¬ 
hood to whom mama introduced him. 
He had answered the advertisement 
more or less as a gag. Not in his 
wildest dreams did he ever imagine 
he would meet up with such a luscious 
piece. Magda was something like a 
picture in a girlie book, only she was 
real. His eyes took stock of the sap¬ 
phire blue eyes, the soft warm mouth, 
the dimples, the unbelievable breasts 
that seemed to clamor for caresses. He 
noticed too, with sky rocketting in¬ 
terest that her legs were long and 
shapely, and that she moved as sinu¬ 
ously as a panther. 

Now Hans was a diplomat. He knew 
that a girl like Magda could not be 
rushed, so he talked and talked, and 
kept talking, but not about himself. 
It pleased him to see a gleam of in¬ 
terest in her eyes as the conversation 
went through dancing and skiing to 
movies and automobiles. He told her 
of Hollywood, where he had never 
been, of his work as a sports car tester 
and racing driver, of the new family 
automobile he was designing, and 
finally he got to the subject of mar¬ 
riage. 

Marriage he said, was a most serious 
matter, and so he would have to ask 
her questions on certain aspects, and 
he hoped she would do the same. 
Magda who was sitting with one lovely 
leg curled under her, nodded agree¬ 
ment. 

So they talked, and finally Hans 
made his point. Sex, he said, was most 
important in a happy marriage, and 
as everyone knew, there were two 
aspects of sex, the physical and the 
mental, and one was completely shot 
without the other, which was why so 
many marriages failed. 

Seeing that Magda’s delicately 
chizelled face was lit in agreement, 
Hans went on to say that some of the 
marriages which might have been won¬ 
derfully successful were complete 
failures because the couples didn’t get 
along well in bed. 

“Yes, I’ve heard of that,” agreed 
Magda. “It must be dreadful.” 

Hans nodded. “It is hell on earth, 
and we wouldn't want it to happen 
to us, would we? I can see you are a 
very sensible girl, and I think you 
would make a very good wife. On my 
side I think I shall make you a very 
good husband, but I want you to know 
all about me.” 



“I still can’t understand why you are inviting your best friend to 
visit us when we’ve only been married two weeks!’ 
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DIRECTORY OF ACTIVE CLUBS 

For your protection, to keep out undesirables, these clubs have agreed 
to co-operate with the Post Office Department. Their extensive adver¬ 
tising enables them to offer better service. Our clients include biggest 
advertisers in this field. If you are lonely—if life is passing you by- 
why not meet the sun halfway? 

ADVERTISING • ABERDEEN, WASH. 


RALPH KELLY 



Men! Men! Men! 

We don’t care about your age. Just tell us kind 
of woman you wish to meet. Our women are 
screaming to meet you. 

MARRY RICH! 

In about five days after we receive your 
application you’ll start receiving letters. 

_ Pa Nat Said Money 


NAME .. 

Address- 

City-- Zone_ 

State .- . ___ 


Write us a letter telling us about yourself. Also 
send in above application. This offer will not 
be repeated if we can get enough men for our 
women. 

Remember our slogan: "No man 
is any good without a woman.” 

HELP COMPANY CLUB 

4554 Broadway Chicago 40, III. 


Make Happy Acquaintances 

Thrifllng friends, romance, marriage. $1.00 brings 
sealed pictures, descriptions, addresses. White race. 
Free particulars of exclusive, personalized assist¬ 
ance, trait comparison method, discreet Introduc¬ 
tions. Guaranteed service. 

HAPPY FRIENDSHIP CLUB 

P. 0. Box 3383 Akron 7, Ohio 

BIG TEN-IN-ONE! 

200 Names, Addresses, Descriptions—PLUS PICTURES 
Of U. S A. and Canadian Lovely Ladies! Also Spanish. 
Italian Senontasf Also Swiss, German, Belgian, French 
Austrian and South American women who desire Friend¬ 
ship & Marriage—Complete for $ 1 . PLUS FREE—Your 
name on our lists 6 months. —WOMEN LiSTFn FREE 
MODERN MAILWAY - DEPT X-3 
BOX 124 — STYVESANT STA., NEW YORK 9, N.Y. 


LONELY? 

$1.00 brings Cupid's Destiny (lots of pictures) in¬ 
cluding names and addresses of opposite sex. You 
can have attractive offers seeking you in every mall. 
For particulars writd: 

FLORENCE E. NEALSON 
510 West “A” St. North Platte, Nebr. 

“World Wide ■ 

LONELY HEART PROBLEMS SOLVED. 

Photo magazine with corresponding names 
list for only .$1.00. International listings. 

HELP SELF SERVICE 

Box 35_Wood, Wis. 


1959 -eO SKCIAL PHOTO-VnE 

Men wiU receive 512 latest Ladies pictures & 520 listings. 
Ladies will receive 344 Men’s pictures & 350 listings. 
Sealed. Receive First & Pay Later for Plan desired. Send 
2 stamps or for Quick Action Men send $1.00, Ladies 25c 
for enrollment dues. Your age & photo helpful. 

THE PRIVATE MAILWAY CLUBS Dept. T-5 

51 W. 35th St., New York 1, New York or 
3514 Shelmire Ave., Philadeipiria 36, Pa. or 
216 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago 6, III. or 
12201 Miles Ave., Cleveland 5. Ohio or 
1419 E. 83rd St., Los Angeles, 1, Calif, or 
2527 W. Curtis St., Tampa 3, Florida or 
1311 W. Commerce St, San Antonio 7, Tex. 



T OlVF’T Y ^ ^ 

. J^^ertain someone. Join old 
reliable Club. .50 years of dependable, confidential 
service. Correspondent" most everywhere seeking 
congenial mates. Proven results. Interc^sting pho- 
to.s, descriptions FREE. 

STANDARD 

Box 207 Grayslake, Illinois 


UNIQUE CLUB 


devoted to men and women with imagination! 
Exchange new ideas, meet interestine people! 
Models, photographers, artists, musicians, stu¬ 
dents, etc. National membership, exclusive 
magazine, literature, etc. $2. Send to: 
EMERALD Box 143N Englewood, N. J. 



300 PRETTY GIRLS $1 


Mail $I for 300 names and addresses of 
pretty, single. lonely nurses, teachers, 
models, widows, farmerettes, etc., ages 
to 22, that you will be happy to knowl Add 
$1 if you want some photos! Nationwide! 

BEST CLUB 

5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 



XON KSO 

Find your Lifemate through my Club. Old and 
Reliable. Established 1924. Personal service 
• for refined men and women. Nation-wide 
memoership. Many state they are wealthy. (CONTINUOUS 
DEPENDABLE INDIVIDUAL SERVICE). ConfSal Wro: 
ductions by letter. Free Particulars. Photos, Descrip- 
tions. Sealed. ^ 

WIS L. REEDER Box 549- H Palestine, Texas 


’’When the bloom was on the thistle, 

—the bird was heard to whistle: 

‘Be Lonely No More! 
Open Destiny’s Door!” 

vl.OO brings Cupid’s Destiny, World’s 
Greatest Social Publication. Includ¬ 
ing coast-to-coast and international 
names and addresses; either sex 
Captivating descriptions, sparkling 
pictures—widows, widowers, bachelors, beautiful 
girls desiring early marriage. (Year, quarterly, $3.) 

DESTINY LEAGUE — Aberdeen 28, Washington 



HANDY ORDER FORM 

No need to write a letter. For quick action, simply 
fill in name and address and mail with $1.00 for 
latest issue (or $3.00 for full year subscription): 

DESTINY LEAGUE, Aberdeen 28. Wash. 

Name. 


Address 

City 


State.., 





.. . HAVE MADE THOUSANDS HAP(^ , 
.fVtPVWHERE. select JUST,the 
ROMANCE YOU SEEK-WITH NEW 

lists monthly, we get Quick results- 
And we ll prove it; make life exciting 
send fOPf/Pff particulars AND PROOP 
IN Plain, sealed envelope 

^INBOW$£gVICE 


You Select Your Own Ideal! 

We furnish the Vital Facts. No gimmicks. No false prom¬ 
ises. Our personal Research Files will supply you with 
lists of carefully-selected Names and Addresses—includ¬ 
ing AUTHENTIC PICTURES!—of Clients desiring a sin¬ 
cere permanent relationship. All Information sent abso¬ 
lutely confidential—$1.00. 

SOCIAL RESEARCH AGENCY 
P. 0. Box 2436 

I OVER 5/500 

MEMBERS 155; 

J HATIOHWIOE 


@ MAIL D/%TE 


Philadelphia 47, Penna. 



linO// amazingly differe/vt 
correspondence Cl ^ 



Make the date you've dreamed about... j 
and QUICKLY/ Send $1.00 NOW toi 
MAIL DATE, BO X 303. SAN DIEGO 12. CALIF.’ 

GOLDEN GATE CLUB 

(It’s Never Too Late At The Golden Gate) 

Fast Service. Strictly Confidential. All are new 
rnembers. If you want Romance - Happiness - Mar- 
riage, send $1.00 for large list of names, addresses, 
and^ complete descriptions of opposite sex. (Not 
Cupid’s Destiny.) Or send self-addressed envelope 
for free particulars. 

GOLDEN GATE CLUB 

P. O. BOX 404 SAN FRANCISCO 1, CALIF. 


'no other club or service like 

CONFIDENTIAL & PERSONAL. WRITE 

today. EXCLUSIVE PARTICULARS FREE. 

TROI»IC CLUB ■- _ 

P, O. BOX 474 7-Q MIAMI BtACH 41. f LA.T 

INTO 

YOUR ARMS! 

FREE actual pictures and details 
of sincere, attractive members 
seeking romance. EXCLUSIVE nationwide member¬ 
ship to please you. Strictly CONFIDENTIAL The fin¬ 
est PERSONALIZED assistance to help you. Results 
GUARANTEED. Send coupon today for 
sealed particulars and quick results! 

Please rush FREE sealed details and pictures 
for fast results! j 

Name.. 



Sex.. 


Address.. 


City.. 


State_ 


G^044A4t 

P. 0. Box 9742 Dallas 14, Texas 


























































FOR TRUE 
MARITAL ■' 
BLISS... 


LEARN THE VITAL 
FACTS ABOUT SEX 



Get this authoritative, frank 
guide that can lead you to 
happiness in marriage! 

Complete mutual satisfaction and hap¬ 
piness in marriage is reserved for 
those equipped to achieve it . . . for 
men and v/omen familiar with true 
scientific knowledge of sex . . . for 
mates who understand what makes the 
relationship between man and woman 
■gratifying to both. Beautiful and last¬ 
ing bliss doesn't just happen . . . 
knowledge is necessary to bring it 
about. 


ONLY H,00 


. . . brings you this priceless insight 
into the intimate facts that can give 
you the last full measure of happiness 
your marriage deserves. Ten Lessons In 
Sex Technique tells you what to do . . . 
physically, mentally, spiritually ... to 
make your marriage a complete suc¬ 
cess. It shows you how to avoid the 
pitfalls that inevitably lead to misery 
and disillusionment . . . how to replace 
fear and shame about sex with knowl¬ 
edge and confidence that breeds the 
contentment and joy that every mar¬ 
riage should attain. Send for your copy 
today .. . you'll find it's the best invest¬ 
ment you've ever made . . . the biggest 
dollar's worth your money can buy! 

COMPLETE INFORMATION ABOUT... 


• The Sex Orgons 

• Mosturbation 

• The Wedding Night 

• The Art of Love 

• The “Safe" Period 


• Abnormal Menstruation 

• Birth Control 

• Miscorrioge 

• Impotence 

• Premoture Ejaculation 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


JALART DEPT.- 40 
16 East 55th Street, New York 22, N. Y. 
I enclose $1. Please send me one copy of 
Ten Lessons In Sex Technique in a plain 
envelope. I am over 21 years of age. 

Name - - 

Address 

City Zone State 


Magda’s sapphire eyes told Hans 
that he was doing well. Aloud, she 
asked, “And how would you solve such 
problems, Herr Konrad?” 

“By trial and error as we do in the 
engineering laboratories,” answered 
Hans. Then, having turned the door 
key in the lock, he took Magda in his 
arms and pressed his hard firm mouth 
on hers, which he found soft and 
responsive. 

“Good?” he inquired regarding her 
critically as if he were examining a 
laboratory specimen. Magda smiled 
and gasped. Instead of answering in 
words, she stretched her warm slim 
arms round his neck and put her lips 
up to his. “Now it is my turn to take 
a sample,” she said. 


H ans knew the next move was up 
to him. He took off his shirt, and 
flexed his muscles in approved he-man 
style. “It is only fair that you should 
see the kind of man who may be father 
of your children,” he announced. Be¬ 
cause Magda did not answer or flinch, 
he gently unzipped the blue dress and 
slipped it down until it fell round her 
ankles. “And I want to see the kind of 
woman who will mother my children,” 
he whispered, as he kissed her warm 
pulsing shoulder. 

Magda did not protest. She soon 
made it evident to Hans that she en¬ 
joyed pressing her burgeoning breasts 
into his hard lean body as much as he 
enjoyed the electrifying touch of her. 

“Is it satisfactory?” he asked. She 
replied by standing on tiptoe to press 
her lips hard and long on his. When 
his hand made a voyage of exploration 
on her body where no man’s hand had 
ever been before, she gave out a 
rapturous little moan, and allowed her 
own hand to explore; and gasped with 
excitement at what she found. 

“It’s beautiful,” she cried. “You’re 
beautiful, Herr Konrad. I never 
imagined a man could have such per¬ 
fect development.” 

At that, Hans lifted her up and laid 
her gently on the bed. “This is only 
the beginning, Fraulein,” he said 
leaning over her. “You want to be 
sure, don’t you. You want a complete 
sample.” 

The breath went out of her as she 
said “Yes, Herr Konrad, I must have 
a complete sample.” A slight almost 
involuntary press up of her magni¬ 
ficent body gave the intelligent young 
man the opening he sought. The con¬ 
tact was rapturous. Magda sunk her 
teeth into his muscled chest in case 


she cried out accidentally. Above 
everything else, she didn’t want her 
mother to think she was quarrelling 
with this handsome suitor. 

A S she lay back relaxed later, Mag¬ 
da stirred and sighed. It was a 
beautiful sample, Herr Konrad.” 

He nodded agreement. “I found it 
completely satisfactory, Fraulein, when 
can we be married?” 

A puzzling little Mona Lisa smile 
came over Magda’s relaxed face. “I 
can’t say, yet,” she said dreamily. I’ll 
have to talk it over with mother.” 
Zipping herself into the blue dress 
and fixing her mane of redgold hair 
she became suddenly very wifely and 
practical. “Now hurry and dress Herr 
Konrad, or mother will begin to 
worry.” 

M rs. Schmidt worried quite a lot, 
particularly when her lovely 
daughter insisted on recalling twenty 
or more of the most promising ap¬ 
plicants for second interviews. “I’m 
sure they won’t mind mother,” she 
said, “it’s really rather important.” 

Poor Hans was even more worried 
when six month’s later Magda was still 
stalling about naming the wedding 
day, although her mother was all in 
favor of the marriage. “You must be 
patient Herr Konrad,” Magda told him 
over the telephone, “I’ll call you as 
soon as I’ve finished taking samples. 
I want to be sure Hans, you know — 
just like you told me.” # 


ADVENTURE 

FICTION CRIME 


read... 



THE ALL MAN'S MAGAZINE 

\ _ 
















ROYAL JELLY, the Queen Bee’s Special Foo(I...IT$ SECRET OF PROLONGED LIFE! 


•JEN ASOL 

introduces DOUBLE 

royal jelly 

™ POTENCY 


each and every jenasol capsule now contains 

50 MGM. PURE NATURAL ROYAL TELLY IN SINGLE STRENGTH 
100 MGM. PURE NATURAL ROYAL JELLY IN DOUBLE STRENGTH 


AT NO INCRIASI IN PRICE WHATSOIVCRI 

Cempor* Th* JENASOL Fermulo For POTENCY, PURITY ond PRICE 


I^oadlnir Nutloniil NowspaiHTs, Syndl- 

<*ate<l C'oliimnKts. MiMliral Journals, and R«*|»ort 
from Mf'diral <'onKr«*ss indirntc the benefits of 
.IKT.I.V, a “living” IiIkIi energy food. 

Doctors Report ^'Miracle" Royal Jelly 
May Change Your Whole LIfel 

How Would you like to awaken one morninjf and find 
yourself possessed with a marvelous sense of "well- 
beinjar,” full of New Pep and Vitality? Wouhln’t it* be 
wonderful if you could feel increaseil vipror and enjoy a 
“new lease on life?" Now . . . Scientists say this may 
happen to you ! 


Royal Jelly May Mean '^New Life'' After 40 


Reports from Europe tell of an 80 year old Gentleman 
whose physical condition would make a 50 year old en¬ 
vious. The man regularly partakes of Royal Jelly. 
According to a book publish^ in England, when Rus¬ 
sian Officials sent questionnaires to all the Centenarians 
(people over 100 years old) in the Soviet Union, more 
than half of them turned out to be beekeepers. 

From France and Germany come amazing Scientific 
Reports of outstanding results obtained with Royal 
Jelly. One French Authority writes of women over 40 
feeling increased sexual vitality and of a wonderful 
feeling of "youth and well-being” that resulted from 
continued use of Royal Jelly. 

At this moment, in Leading Universities, Scientists 
and Nutritionists and Medical Doctors are doing exten¬ 
sive work to determine the exact role that Royal Jelly 
may play in Your Sex Life, Your Health and Your 
Emotional Condition. These researchers are especially 
interested in its effects on those who have passed middle 
age. They are working on Royal Jelly because this rare 
NATURAL FOOD has been indicated to contain re¬ 
markable Energy and Sex Factors. 

Doctor Paul Niehans, famous Swiss Surgeon and ex¬ 
perimenter with Hormones says: "ROYAL JELLY is 
an activator of the glands" . . . Dr. Niehans discovered 
that many minor disabilities which bother millions of 
people such as tiredness, irritability, headaches, in¬ 
somnia, physical and spiritual convulsions, were easy 
to treat with the Cellular Therapeutics of the Secretion 
of the bees which we call Royal Jelly. 

Jenasol RJ Formula 60 contains pure, natural 
Wheat Germ Oil (Vitamin E) 

Swallow one CONCENTRATED J ENASOL RJ FOR¬ 
MULA 60 capsule daily. They combine 8 important an<l 
essential vitamins as well as the miracle 'food of the 
Queen Bee. This capsule dissolves instantly, releasing 
the super forces of Royal Jelly which go to work imme¬ 
diately and reenforce and healthfully strengthens your 
own natural functions which may have become defi¬ 
cient. 

Effects can be felt more (luickly with the double 
potency SUPER-S^fRENGTH FORMULA- but sati.s- 
factory results are MONEY BACK GUARANTEED 
with either formula. (The price of ROYAL JELLY 
has been recently quoted at .$500.00 per ounce.) 


ROYAL JELLY Wins Approval Before 
Congress* of 5,000 Doctors 

The men of Medical Science who have ex¬ 
perimented with Royal Jelly, claim that Royal 
Jelly will perform the function of INCREAS¬ 
ING MEN & WOMEN’S WANING POWERS. 

Jenasol R. J. Formula 60, in the opinion of 
these reputable physicians removes any pos¬ 
sible danger for the layman in the use of these 
powerful, concentrated nutritional extracts. 
This is the latest and possibly the greatest 
mlvance in the history of Medical Science. 
This combination, created under the strict 
supervision of a Registere<l, Licensed Pharma¬ 
cist, *!and Medical Doctor, name<J "Jenasol R. J. 
rormula 60," nrmkes the use of these amazing 
elements perfectly safe. 

Every man and woman who feels "old” and 
played out" before their time should seriously 
consider the use of “Jenasol R. J. Formula 
60 ’ to increase their pep and energy. 

Royal Jelly Reported to Help Those 
Suffering From: 

Mental Depression . . . Loss of Appetite . . . 
Sexual Weakness . . . Digestive Disturbances 
Headaches . . . Decreased Vigor . . . Nervous¬ 
ness . . . Aches and Pains . . . Irritability. 


MEDICAL 

RESEARCH 


We have listeil 
below some of the 
extensive Medical 
an<l Laboratory 
research that has 
been done with 
Royal Jelly: 

Many authoii- 
ties still <lispute 
the efficacy of 
Royal Jelly while 
others consider it 
a potential Boon 
to Mankind. 

• “^Dr. de Pomiade, 2nd International Con¬ 
gress of Biogeneties, Baden-Baden, Germany : 
April r>. I!i56. 

• Di*. Maurice Mathias, Pasteur Institute of 
Tunisia. October. 1*»52. 

• Cowdry’s Problem of Aging. Thomas S. 
Oardner. (Reprinteil from Journal of Geron¬ 
tology, Vol. 8. No. 3. July. i;i53.) 

• Analyses of Royal Jelly and Pollen, Nevin 
Weaver and Kenneth A. Kuiken (Technical 
Contribution, No. 1485 Texas Agricultural 
Experiment Station.) 

• Longevity Factors in Royal Jelly. Thomas 
S. Gardner. (Reprinted from Journal of (ijer- 
ontology, Vol. 3. No. 1. January. I‘i48.) 

We make no claims for ROYAL JELLY. 
We have mer»-ly accumulated leports that 
have been made as a result of experimenta¬ 
tion and research by Doctors. Scientists and 
Nutritionists in many parts of the world. 


LE.\DIN(J MEDICAL AUTHORITIES iC 

ENGL.WD, FR.ANCE AND GERMANY: At¬ 
test that ROYAL JELLY is one of the richest 
Natural sources in the treatment of vitamin 
and nutritional deficiencies...that hogs and 
guinea pigs fed with Royal Jelly live 20 to 30% 
longer...chickens fed with Royal Jelly double 
their egg output. 


/Jenasol) . 

Offices in : Canada, Germany, Hawaii, 
Puerto Rico. Haiti, Cuba. Japan. 



Observations by Doctors of the Medical 
Congress Who Took Royal Jelly 
and Observed Its Use Directly 




• Royal Jelly alleviates 
suffering of men and wo¬ 
men in their critical 
years in a sensational 
manner. 

• Royal Jelly acts on 
weakened, tired eyes, 
giving instantly a sensa¬ 
tion of new light. 

• Feeling of tiredness 
ilisappears immediately. 


• Royal .Jelly gives a feeling of increased sex¬ 
ual drive and energy, especially to men and 
women over 40. 

• Glanriular studies may lead to new hope for 
men and women. 

• Royal Jelly produces a pleasing state of re¬ 
laxed well-being and eases tension. 

DISCOVERER OF INSULIN 
Dr. Frederick Banting 

"The most complete Scientific Report on 
Royal Jelly was prepared under the direction 
of Dr. Frederick Banting. • 

"TEXAS A Si M COLLEGE has been con- 
ductinic experiments on Royal Jelly..." 

"PROFESSOR G. F. TOWNSEND of ON¬ 
TARIO AGRICLLTLRAL COLLEGE is re¬ 
suming research on Royal Jelly..." 

"DR. T. H. McGAVACK has agreed to con¬ 
duct experiments in Longevity with human 
beings fed Royal Jelly ..." 


Life May Begin Again After 40 as- 
Queen Bee's Natural Food Rebuilds 
Man's Vitality and Drive 


Royal Jelly is totally unlike honey, and has 
battled scientists since the 1700’s. In 1894, some 
of the mystery was dispelled when Leonard 
Bordas, a French scientist, discovered that 
Royal Jelly is secreted by special glands lo¬ 
cated in the heads of worker bees whose job is 
to nurse the Queen. 

Intrigued by the strange longevity and ex¬ 
traordinary sexual powers of the Queen Bee. 
leading scientists have been trying to discover 
the Secret Factor in Royal Jelly that so bene¬ 
fits the Queen Bee. 

It is not surprising that Royal Jelly has 
attracted Medical Attention throughout the 
world . . . Here is the substance, the sole diet 
of the Queen Bee in which lies the secret of 
t^he difference between her and the rest of the 
hive, h'or the Queen lives to 6 years, whereas 
the 20 to 40 thousand worker bees and the few 
hundred drones live but a few short months. 
The Queen Bee larva looks like all the rest, 
including those of the female worker bees 
is* fertile, producing some 
400.000 eggs annually. 

♦ ROYAL JELLY, secreted from 

the glands of the worker bees. The ingredients 
are nectar and pollen, plus honey, combined 
in a mysterious way by Nature to make up 
the miracle food" ROYAL JELLY. 


Order ROYAL JIUY — 

with Complete Confidence 

-Vo l><i( t(»i’.s rres< ri)>ti()n nece.s.sarv. If for 
.in.\ rea.son .JKNWSOL fail.s to sati.sfv vou 
.vour money will he refunded in full Trv it 
at our expense :...J|.:x.\.S()L f'O.. World’s 
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most of the night with Big Tuan. 
Aluna knew something else. Big 
Missus who had already given her 
$50 for a special service would have 
to be very nice to her for ever. 

Lena knew how to be diplomatic. 
Her voice was honied as she sat on 
the edge of the bed and said. “I’ll he 
out to breakfast in a minute, Aluna, 
darling. There’s a can of grapefruit 
in the kitchen. I’d like that, and some 
eggs. Be a sweet girl, and hurry. I m 
so hungry.” 

Watching Aluna glide out, Lena 
wished she could learn to walk so 
gracefully. 

Freshened up, and wearing a gaily 
colored flowered kimona, she went 
into the dining room where Aluna had 
laid out her breakfast on a sparkling 
white cloth. She greeted Lena with a 
rapturous almost adoring child smile. 
“Big Missus look so beautiful this 
morning,” she exclaimed. Impulsively, 
she took the scarlet flower from her 
own raven hair and pinned it on 
Lena’s shining blond head. 

When she brought Lena a second 
cup of coffee, Aluna said in a whisper. 
“Johnny bring nice little krait tonight. 
Tomorrow, Big Missus free like a 
bird.” 

W AITING for Larry to come for 
tiffin, Lena took out Vane’s book 
on snakes and read the section on 
kraits. Somewhere out in the brush, 
Aluna’s little brother, Johnny, was 
catching a krait, a deadly little viper 
that was attracted by the heat of the 
human body. The Krait was a nervous 
little fellow, and struck the moment 
it was disturbed. Its bite was very 
deadly. Lena’s pulse stirred as she 
visualized the evening ahead. She and 
Vane would have a party. They’d 
drink a whole lot, and — Lena smiled 
softly as she succumbed to a warm 
feeling deep inside her — and when 
Vane passed out, she’d dump him into 
that disgusting bed. Thinking of the 
“nice little krait” made her shudder. 
Snakes were horrible. 

L arry, six foot, blond and briskly 
youthful, came bounding in on the 
stroke of noon. Just looking at him 


gave Lena a terrific kick. His white 
linen suit was immaculate. Everything 
about him was clean and fresh. After 
their first drink, she took him to her 
neat bedroom where Aluna had put 
some freshly cut flowers. To uiake 
certain the coast was clear, Lena walk¬ 
ed out to the dockside. The heat mist 
hung heavy over the lagoon. There 
was not a boat in sight. Aluna was 
talking to Johnny. Lena resisted the 
temptation’ to ask if the kid had caught 
the krait, and hurried into the house. 
Larry had already stripped and show¬ 
ered. He was flexing his big muscl^ 
in the mirror as she came in, tore on 
the kimona, and threw her pulsating 
naked self into his arms. 

Lying relaxed in bed listening to 
the clicking of the cicadas and the 
booming of the frogs, she decided she 
couldn’t tell Larry of her plan. He 
was too young, too clean. He might 
not understand. 

Larry’s hand reached over and 
fondled her demandingly- She turned 
to him, as the heat of rekindled de¬ 
sire sorched her. He put his hard firm 
mouth on hers, and whispered, “Dar¬ 
ling, this would be so much better if 
we were married. I can’t help thinking 
of Vane.” 

“Forget him,” she implored. “He 
doesn’t care. He gets all he wants from 
Aluna.” 

Larry chuckled. “She’s an attractive 
little devil. I don’t blame him. If you 
weren’t around, I think I’d go for her 
myself.” 

“If you did I’d kill you,” passioned 
Lena. 

T hat evening she fixed a special 
dinner for Vane. His gratitude for 
her impromptu little attention almost 
wrung tears from her heart. After she 
had served him cocktails, he excused 
himself and went to his room. He came 
back, carefully groomed, looking debo¬ 
nair and distinguished in his white 
tuxedo and black tie. “Lena, you’re 
wonderful,” he said kissing her tend¬ 
erly. “This is just what I needed to 
boost my morale. I’ve been getting 
sloppy, I know.” 

During dinner, he raised his wine 
glass to toast her. “Darling,” he en¬ 
thused, “The day I met you was the 
luckiest in my whole life.” You’re 
a wonderful gal.” 

Lena smilingly responded. Out of 
the corner of her •eye she saw Aluna 
heading for the bedroom with a small 
box in her hand. Poor Vane — but it 
was too late now. In any case, she 
reassured herself, by to-morrow — if 




















he were alive — he would be the same 
as ever, sloppy, unshaven, drunken. 

She finished her drink and pushed 
her glass across for him to refill, and 
purred. “You’re my favorite husband, 
Vane. Now I’ll toast you.” She turned 
to Aluna standing like a shadowed 
statue in the doorway leading to the 
kitchen. “You can go, Aluna. I’ll stack 
the dishes and you can do them in tTie 
morning.” 

When Aluna was gone, she gave 
Vane a sweet provocative smile. “I 
don’t want competition tonight, dar¬ 
ling. I want you all to myself.” 

There was no harm in tempting 
Vane. He wasn’t a twice-a-day man 
any more, and she’d taken care of him 
well in the morning. One more drink 
and he’d be flat out. She reached for 
his glass to fill it, and her heart chnled 
with sudden terror. 

Before she could protest. Vane had 
picked her up and was carrying her 
unsteadily towards the bedroom. Lena 
saw the passion burning in his glazed 
eyes, and alarm bells of horror began 
to clang in her mind. That horrible 
bed .. . the little krait. 

With an effort she controlled her¬ 
self. “Darling, she said sweetly, let s 
go into my room. It’s cooler.” 

It was then that Vane stumbled and 
they both landed heavily on his bed. 
Lena shreiked and bounced off like an 
acrobat on a trampolin. Vane lunged 
for her and ripped open the front of 
her dress. “Come on, honey,” he snap¬ 
ped, his voice husky with liquor. 

Lena stepped back, trembling. Her 
eyes were round with fear. “I don’t 
like your bed. Vane,” she managed. 
"It smells.” 

Vane lurched to his feet and laugh¬ 
ed. Sure it smells — just like a man’s 
bed should. It’s my bed, and I like it, 
and you’re my wife, and you’re gomg 
to get into it right now.” 

I m not. Vane. I can’t.” Lena was 
hysterical. “Please Vane.” She put her 
warm demanding arms around his 
neck and pulled his trucculent puzzled 
face down to hers. “Vane,” she whis¬ 
pered with all the passion she could 
contrive, “Not on that bed tonight, 
darling. I feel so romantic. Don’t spoil 
it. I know! Let’s pretend we’re not 
married and use the sofa. Please Vane 
— just this once, just to show that you 
love me.” 

'^ANE agreed because he was 
V hungry for her. It was nearly two 
0 clock when after having given him 
a triple Scotch as a nightcap, she 
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‘‘Rent collector? Why no — Fm just fortunate enough to look 

like him.” 


gingerly pushed his sleepy befuddled 
body into the big bed. After staring 
for a moment in frozen horror at 
what she had done, she fled into her 
own room in a sudden spasm of fear. 

Before she went to sleep, Lena re¬ 
hearsed very carefully in her mind just 
how she would behave when Aluna 
brought the news. Poor Vane! There 
were so many things about him tnat 
she liked. It would be easy to cry for 
him. 

A luna was humming a gay little 
tune as she tidied up the living 
room next morning and Vane stag¬ 
gered in, wild eyed and desperate. 
“Big Missus ” he cried, and choked, 
“Big Missus dead — a damned krait. 
He slumped into the wicker arm chair 
and tears gushed from his bloodshot 
eyes. 

Aluna poured him a drink. She 
padded softly over and sat by his 
side. She wiped his brows with one of 
Lena’s handkerchiefs. “Never mind, 
Tuan Vane,” she said softly her scent¬ 
ed lips brushing his ear. “Aluna 
keep house for Tuaii while Big Missus 
gone. Aluna do everything all day for 
Tuan.” 

Aluna smiled contentedly as she 
cooked Big Tuan’s breakfast. Things 
had gone as she had planned. # 


HOW TO GET 
ALONG WITH 
FRENCH GIRLS 

joy had been bundling deliciously 
when in a moment of tender passion 
he bent down to kiss her. He was quite 
put back when she covered her mouth 
with her hands, and said in a shocked 
tone. “No darling — you must not kiss 
me there. I am keeping my lips for 
my husband.” 

That, I would say, is a very delicate 
sentiment. You can imagine how won¬ 
derful that girl felt when husband 
Jacques came home, after carefully 
wiping lipstick from his mouth, and 
crushing her in his arms, demanded, 
“C/ierie, you have not kissed anyone 
while I was away,” and she was able 
to say “Yes” with the truth shining 
in her big blue eyes. 

M ARISE, a slick chic who works as 
a steno in an ad agency on the 
Champs Elysees, the show avenue of 
Paris, explained it this way. “For us, 
the game of love is the game of life. 


58 


and a girl has to make rules, and she 
also must know how to play. Ameri¬ 
cans never really understand, and 
they don’t play well.” 

“Explain,” I demanded. “I thought 
American men were so attractive to 
you French girls.” 

“They are ma^nifique to look at,’ 
she laughed. “As Frenchmen, they 
would be a great success. What I mean 
to say is, outside they are wonderful, 
but inside they are not grown up in 
the head. They talk too much about 
themselves, and they think that money 
will buy everything. Of course, there 
are a lot of things it will buy, but it 
will not buy real love — which is fun 
— if you know what I mean.” 

“Go on, Marise,” I said. “I think I 
understand.” 

“Americans often want to do wrong 
things the wrong way^ and about a girl 
they think the wrong things the 
moment they meet.” 

“For example?” 

Marise shrugged, sipped her cocktail 
and said. “Well, for one thing because 
a girl says “No” over the first drink, 
or before she even has had a drink, 
the American think she is a virgin. 
Most likely she is not, but she has not 
made up her mind. So many of them 
do not know what the average French 
boy knows at six years old.” 

“Tell me,” I said. “And I’ll tell the 
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STOCKINGS” 

73 Cute “AIRPLANE MECHANIC” 
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Of all the ills that flesh is heir to, none is 
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world through “Plush.” 

“Principally that charm, conversa¬ 
tion, good listening and good manners 
are more important than just money, 
although every girl likes f 

right place which is in her billto 
But this American habit of 
lot of noise about themselves! Oh no’ 

“You mean that French gals like 
strong silent men?” 

“On the contrary, they like men who 
talk passionately — about world events, 
politics, the theatre, and to pay them 
compliments — to make zee girl he is 
with feel she is the only girl in the 
world — or in zee bed, or wherevfT 
they are together. Few of the Ameri¬ 
cans think of anything but themselvp 
and their own pleasure — even in 
love. You might say they are too much 
in a hurry going no place to enjoy 
what they are doing.” 

“But they can learn,” I suggested. 
“All men are willing to learn — with 
the right teacher.” 

Marise didn’t agree. “Zee American 
man knows everything. A woman has 
to be very patient to teach him new 
ways. In love, for instance, he is so 
often finished before she has begun.” 

T ATER that evening, after spending 
two-and-a-half hours over a de¬ 
licious meal which knocked me back 
all of six bucks, a late movie, and a 
nite-cap, Marise invited me to her 
bachelor-girl apartment for further 
discussion. 

“Love is a very important part of 
a French girl’s life,” she said. “She 
knows what a man wants, and he 
knows what she likes, and they make 
a fair exchange. There is a difference 
between making love, and being in 
love. Making love is like playing ten¬ 
nis, or any other game, and you don’t 
always play with the same partner, do 
you? Being in love is the highroad to 
marriage. Take me, for instance. I am 
in love with a boy who makes very 
little money and works very hard. I 
love him, and he loves me. I also have 
a middle aged friend who is very kind 
to me. He takes me out and gives me 
presents. He is married, but his wife 
no longer appreciates what he has 
to offer, so I make him happy. Hear¬ 
ing that, an American would think 1 
am what he calls a bad girl — a push¬ 
over, but I am not. There are thou¬ 
sands of French girls in my position, 
and they are all good girls — some of 
them don’t even drink or smoke.” 

I nodded. “And you, Marise, you 
might be persuaded to play the game 
of love, sometimes?” 


“A clever man^ would invest his 
time to finH out!” Marise answered 

“I am a woman, after all.” She got up‘ 
and her eyes gave me the green light ^ 
But first, I must make myself corn- 
fortable. These are my best clothes, 
and they are not suitable for le spon 
Marise was certainly a good plaver. 

As we said good night, she said. 
see now perhaps the difference be¬ 
tween the French girl and the Ameri¬ 
can girl. The French girl is what you 
call a sucker for men, but the Ameri¬ 
can girl she make a sucker out of her 
man — and so it is different. 

“Yes, Marise,” I said. “It is differ¬ 
ent, and thank Heaven for the dif- 
ference.” 

A nother thing about French girls 
that may surprise you is that 
most of them are closer to their 
mothers than a canned sardine. And 
mama never forgets she was a girl 
once herself. When I was very green, 

I got mad as a bull when I found my 
girl friend was running round with a 
man old enough to be her father, and 
that mama was in the know. 

“And why not?” said Mama. ‘T , 
find it charming that a girl of Lola’s 
age can capture the interest of such a 
distinguished personage. Monsieur 
Paul is not only rich, but he is kind j 
and he is lonely. Lola has youth and ! 
gaiety. He has intelligence and savoir | 
faire. From him my daughter can 
learn so much that a good wife should I 
know.” ! 

Mama was right. Some years later I 
I met Lalo in New York, married, 
elegant and twice as attractive, with 
plenty of know-how which is what , 
Savoir faire means in French. Thank 
you Monsieur Paul, you did a good 
job. 

N OW for a few random but per¬ 
tinent facts about French girls 
which will help you to take advantage 
of De Gaul’s devalued franc. You 
never pick up Mademoiselle. You just 
make her acquaintance. She doesn’t 
resent the polite approach. Even when 
she’s escorted, she’s always ready to 
make an acquaintance. You can slip 
her a note, or better still, talk to her 
when she goes to the girl’s room which 
in most restaurants is usually located 
next door to the men’s. She may say 
“No” without offense, or “Perhaps — 
another time,” just as nicely. 

She loves conquests, hates dull com¬ 
pany, and she’ll let you know very 
frankly if you are wasting your time. 
Invite her out to dinner, and she ma> 










Husbands 
Only Knew' 

half the « 'o"9 ^ont get 

WHO IS TO BLAME? 

all-too-many cases she is 

The husband thinks h.s wife is at fault. The wife thinks her husband 
IS to blame. The marriage itself is in danger! 

TELLS WHAT TO DO AND HOW 

Actually both must learn exactly what to do before, during, and 
R » .Jntercour^ In “Sex Life in Marriage,” Dr. Oliver M. 

Butterfield gives detailed directions to both husband and wife.. 

plain words, this famous Marriage Counsellor tells what 
must be done and what must not be done! The “Secrets” of sex 
life are clearly revealed, husband and wife fall in love anew—the 
home IS held together! Worry and anxiety disappear. 

Sex mastery replaces doubt. Married life becomes doubly delightful 
because the joys of marriage are shared by both! 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

Mail coupon for 5 days’ free reading of “Sex Life in Marriage.” 
If not delighted, return it. You do not risk a penny! Mail coupon 
now! ' 

SEX CHARTS AND EXPLANATIONS 


Female Sex Organs, front and side views . .. The Internal 
Sex Organs . . . The External Sex Organs . . . Entrance to 
Female Genital Parts . . . Male Sex Organs, front and side 
views . . . Male Reproductive Cell, front and side views. 
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MOIL COUPOH/^Ott/ 


HEALTHCRAFT. INC., Dept. 460-L 
247 West 19th St., New York 11, N. Y. 

Send me ''Sex Life in Marria^^e,” by Dr. 0. M. Butterfield, in 
plain wrapper marked “Personal.” I will pay $1.98 and a few 
cents delivery char^^e. I MUST BE DELIGHTED or I will return 
book within 5 days and you will refund purchase price. (I am 
over 21 years old.) 

Name. 

Address. 

□ CHECK HERE if you wish to enclose only $1.98 with coupon, 
thus saving delivery charges. (Some Money-back Guarantee] 
of course.) 


LATEST SEX FACTS 


Part of Contents 

I The Sex Side of Marriage. 

Sex Organs—Details. 

Disappointed Wives. 

1 Need for Satisfactory Sex Life in Marriage. 
Sex Rights of Married Couples. 

The Female Sex Organs: 

Described and Explained. 

The Male Sex Organs; 

Described and Explained. 

, Sensation-Providing Areas. 

When Sex Power Fails. 

Techniques of Sexual Intercourse. 

I Effect on Wife; on Husband. 

Sex Intercourse Must Be Learned. 

When Husband and Wife Cannot Keep Pace. 
Frequency of Intercourse. 

The Right to Refuse. 

Unequal Sex Desiic. 

Pregnancy. 

When A Child is Wanted. 

Safest Positions Dui-ing Pregnancy. 
Intercourse After the Change of Life. 

Truth About Birth Control. 

Sex Relations Before Marriage. 

Temporary Loss of Sex Power. 

Value of Love-PI ay. 

Driving One’s Lovei* into the Ai’ms of 
Another. 

I Sexual Slowness in Women. 

Sexual Stimulation Methods. 

Signs of Sex Desii-e. 

The Unresponsive Wife. , 

The Bridal Night. 

Positions for Sex Intercourfe. With 
Recommendations. 

‘The Several "Steps" of Coitus. 

Prolonging Se;c Union. 

Coitus Without Orgasm. 

Easing Sex Tension. 

Impotence. 

The Frigid Wife. 

Making the Honeymoon Last Forevei*. 

The Climax of the Sex Act. 

12 Rules For Happy Marriage. 


"Best 

Manual 

to 

give." 

—Ohio 

State 

Medical 

Journal 










WITH 

ILLUSTRATIONS 
By Dr. O. M. BUTTERFIELD 
RETURN COUPON 




















say, “As a friend,” and she’ll mean 
it. If she doesn’t, well, it’s your invita¬ 
tion to play the game, and if you’re a 
good man, you’ll win. 

She’ll date, and ride in your auto¬ 
mobile, but don’t ask her to neck. She 
knows it’s rough on her clothes and 
uncomfortable. There’s a time and a 
place for everything, she feels, and 
an automobile is no place for making 
love — unless you’re on a camping trip. 
For such events, you may have noticed, 
the obliging French automobile manu¬ 
facturers sell cute little autos with 
seats that convert into beds. The boys 
and girls call them family cars, prob¬ 
ably because they know, if you use 
them often enough, sooner or later 
you’ll have a family; and then you’ll 
be glad you own such a useful little 
car. 

M ISS France expects men to make 
passes — even if she wears glass¬ 
es, and she likes new approaches. Tell 
her she’s the most beautiful girl in 
the world. She’ll know you’re lying, 
but she’ll love you for it. Don’t tell 
her how many bathrooms you have 
back in America — she knows none of 
them have a bidet — and don’t tell her 
that you never loved any other girl 
but her, or she’ll think you’re a queer. 

By all means tell her about your 
mother, and your wife, if you have 
one. That makes her feel really fem¬ 
inine and protective. She ll understand 
how you are suffejing with no woman 
to look after you, and, other things 
being equal, she’ll take over. 

Remember to talk to her as if she 
were an intelligent human being, wh^ch 
she is. Talk about things she under¬ 
stands, movies, automobiles, politics, 
women; never about yourself and how 
you got your letter at college. 

She’ll never gold-dig you American 
style, but she’ll expect you to live up 
to her standards, and make graceful 
contributions to her budget. She loves 
flowers and candy and shopping trips, 
and she’ll understand perfectly when 
you slip a few thousand francs into an 
envelope and leave it around the house. 
She knows that any money which 
passes from you to her is your ap- 
preciatilon for value received and 
brother, she’ll see you get value. 

She’s nuts about athletic men. Show 
her your muscles, and you’re in — 
well, almost. Ski well, play tennis, ride, 
drive, dance, and she’ll love you, and 
probably show you a thing or two. 
She’s real w'ild about hi-fi, be-bob, 
classical music and masculine physi¬ 
que. 
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SHE'LL GIVE HER SHIRT FOR A SHORE VACATION-that's what our 
author said about French girls. This one obviously has. 





PORTABLE TRANSISTOR RADIO 
FOR ONLY $795 


THIS IS THE "MIRACLE” TRANSISTOR - THE GREAT 
ELECTRONIC INVENTION THAT REPLACES COSTLY TUBES! 


No Tube* To Replace! Nothing To Plug In. 

Plays Beautifully On One 10c Battery! 

GUARANTEED TO OUT-PERFORM ANY RADIO 
IT’S PRICE-AND-SIZE IN THE WORLD TODAY 

OR MONEY BACK! 


The most fabulous radio value ever of¬ 
fered! A prwision-engineered, American- 
made transistor portable with amazingly 
beautiful tone! So tiny in size, it fits in the 
palm of your hand ... so big in entertain¬ 
ment value you’ll never want to be without 
it wherever you are, whatever you’re doing! 

It’s small, it’s good-looking, it plays like a 
dream! Gives you incredibly loud, clear re¬ 
ception. 

Called the PP-T Transistor Portable, this 
amazing set actually plays for a thousand hours 
on just one lOc battery! That’s almost 3 hours 
of non-stop playing per day. every day for u 
full year ... a cost of about a penny a month! 

PP*T is new, it’s different, it’s practical 
“ amazingly low, you will 
hardly believe it in this day and age - truly a 

.O'*-" > Iran. ... .„ 

sistor portable at such an incredibly low price! as you like. You won’t disturb a soul! Whatever 

you’re doing - even on the job - you can enjoy 
.starting events, good music, and dramatic shows 
without disturbing anyone else. 


Instead of th^ cumbersome, parts-packed 
radios you are accustomed to. now you have a 
magnificent transistor portable smaller than a 
pack of cigarettes, lighter than a deck of cards, 
less expensive by far than even the cheapest im¬ 
ported transistor sets you can buy! That’s the 
secret . . . 

EXCLUSIVE ELECTRONIC CIRCUIT 
FOR BEHER LISTENING! 

Your PP-T is a tiny personal portable incor¬ 
porating the very latest design features! It comes 
with a tiny electronic ear speaker and that’s one 
of the big advantaged! You put the ear speaker 
in your ear and your set is truly personal! 

At home, let the rest of the family make as 
much noise as they want to! You hear your 
popular programs clearly, perfectly! At sport 
events, let the crowds roar! You hear perfectly. 
At night, listen to your personal portable as late 


Just imagine the thrill! You turn the dial and 
immediately — no warm up, no waiting — you 
hear music, news, sports programs as loud and 
as clear as a bell! 


Its really amazing! At home, at work, at play 
a personal, transistor portable right at your 
nnger-tips! 

• you can tuck it in your shirt pocket 

just like a pack of cigarettes . . . carry it in your 
Enjoy ii hiiK. 
take It to the ballgame and other sporting events, 
bnng It along on vacations, picnics, to the beach 
on dates, wherever you like! Your family will 
love It, your friends will be amazed, the kids 
will gasp in astonishment at the fabulous per- 
formance and handsome good-looks of your 
wonderful PP-T ... and of course they’ll ask .. . 

HOW CAN A TRANSISTOR RADIO 
COST SO LITTLE? 

The PP*T Portable Radio is new, different, 
precision-made in vast quantities by one of the 
pionwrs in the transistor field. There is no high 
import duty to pay because it’s American made! 
Ingenious, time-saving production techniques 

electronic circuit 
raaje It pt^ible to bung you the PP-T Radio at 
such iwrediblc savings! Fewer parts, less labor 
efficient assembly, and you 
save the big difference! ^ 

BRILLIANT ENGINEERING MAKES 
THE BIG DIFFERENCE! 

Your PP-T is a marvel of engineering ingen- 
uiiy- For example, you know that the heart of 
our aircraft, guided missile and communications 
systems is electronics. Scientists,.in their never- 
cndtng search for newer, lighter and more pow¬ 
erful radio components, have employed two 
fabulous devices. 

Both arc featured In the PP-T. 

One is, of c^rse. the miracle transistor you've 
heard so much about! ^ electronic de¬ 
vice smaller than your fingernail, and yet so 
amazingly effective, it takes the place of bulky 
complicated radio tubes and outlasts them many 
many times over! 

Then there is the germanium diode an 
electronic component being used by the Armv 
‘u *^*,?*^ This^ultra-senT/I 

live device has the incredible ability to pick nidto 
^aves right from the air! 



That’s a positive fact! You aren’t buying 
promises . . . You are buying results! The PP-T 
is beautifully designed . . . It’s beautifully made! 
It plays like a dream! It’s .an instrument you'll 
use and enjoy for years and years to come! 

And now this wonderful set is available to you 
— a rugged, all-purpose portable . . . handy, 
compact, good-looking! A wonderful set, a won¬ 
derful value, at a price you just can’t afford to 
miss out on! 

THE REST IS UP TO YOU! 

We’ve • told you how the set works. We’ve 
shown you how it looks. We’ve detailed the 
reasons why we can bring it to you at such an 
incredible saving. We know that if we could 
attach it to >his magazine page so you could see 
it, feel it, hear it play, you’d buy it in a minute! 
But because that isn’t possible, the only way 
you can know the thrill of hearing it and seeing 
It, is by actually sending for it. And since we 
are so anxious for you to do just that, we make 
this special . . . 

10 DAY NO RISK TRIAL OFFER 

Send for your PP-T transistor radio now! If 
it isn’t more wonderful than we say . . . if you 
aren’t amazed at the value ... if you aren’t de¬ 
lighted at the low cost... if you and your entire 
family aren’t thrilled at the fantastic perform¬ 
ance. don’t |:eep it! 

Simply return this radio to us for a complete 
refund! For the few pennies your home-trial has 
cost, you've had the satisfaction of seeing it. 
using it and showing it to your family and 
friends. 

We ^ake this offer because we know once 
you hear this radio, once you use it. you’ll never 
want to be without it! 

Why not take advantage of this wonderful 
opportunity right now? Why not give yourself 
the satisfaction of at least finding out? 

So don’t put it off. If you’d like to try this 

S onderful little radio, make up your mind now! 
on’t hesitate or delay because supplies are 
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DON’T BE CONFUSED! This it lh« firtl 

fim« tk« PP-T P*rt«nal PertabU Trontittor Radio 
Kot ovor b«*n odvortitadl Don't cenfwto thit pr«- 
citian-tnod* trontitlar Mt with wtok Crytlol t«tt. 
PP-T it tb« predwet af o lorfo, •■porioncod radio 


NEVER A TRANSISTOR 
VALUE LIKE THIS: 

Tiny in Size — Tremendous in 
Performance 

Compare These Outstanding Features! 

ONLY $7.95 

• Precision Engineered — for amazingly fine 
tone and volume — "the moit for the money" in 
a tronsistor radio. 

• Transistor Amplifier — designed to outlost 
tubes many times over. 

e Tiny, Button-Type Ear Speaker — for com¬ 
pletely private listening. 

e Hondsome Polystyrene Cose — with rich 
gold-toned radio Grill hardly bigger than o cigor- 


monufoctwror . . . o tpccialitt in trontittor tott 
whot* tuperb ongintoring thillt, technical, know¬ 
how and vott production focilititt have combinod 
to bring you whot it unquotlienobly the finott 
radio value in the world today. 


ette cose. Beautiful and expensive looking. Small 
enough to slip in shirt pocket. 

• Selective Tuning System — with special Hi-Q 
Ferrite Slug Tuner for remarkable selectivity. 

• "Clip-Tenno" — Handy antenna con be clip¬ 
ped to mony common metal objects—pipes, postj, 
telephone dial, radiator, screens, outo-trim, etc., 
depending on where you happen to bel 

• lOc Battery — Ploys up to 1000 hours non¬ 
stop. Drain so small you don't even hove to turn 
set off if you don't wont to. Cose snaps open for 
easy access to battery. 


Remember — PP-T is not o weak, old-fash¬ 
ioned crystal set, but o beautifully engineered 
and manufactured, transistorized radio, guar¬ 
anteed to outperform any radio its price and 
size in the world — or your money bock! 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

Send for your PP-T now! When your radio arrives in a few doys, examine it 
. . . listen to it. Let your family and friends hear it. If your radio doesn't ploy 
clearly with beautiful tone ... If you and everybody who sees and hears it isn't 
absolutely convinced in every way, that this is by for the finest radio value ever 
offered, don't keep iti Return it at once for complete refund, no questions asked! 

You must be absolutely thrilled with this purchase in every way, or it doesn't 
cost you one single penny! 

• I I95H CjrJifT-Hall Elecironicc. Inc. 


Cardiff-Hall Electronics, |nc. DEPT. 655 


480 LEXINGTON AVE., 
NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 


Cardiff'Hall Electronics. DEPT. 655 

480 Lexington Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 

_roy PP-T Persomil Portable Transistor Radio at once! If I don’t 

agree this is the most wonderful radio value ever, I will return my set for a 
complete refund, no qustions asked. — 

□ I enclose $7.95 on money-back □ 1 enclose $ 14.90 for two PP-T radios, 
guarantee. (You pay all postage (One for me, one for a friend). I save SI 
charges). and you pay all postage charges. 

(Please Print Carefully) 


Name_ _ 

Address __ 


City--- _ _State_„_ 

□ C.O.D. I will pay postman $7.95 plus C.O.D. postage and 


limited. Simply fill out the coupon right now ■ handling. Same money-back guarantee of course' 
and mail it at once. Or better still, stop in today! ^ __^ _ J. 






















STIAIGHT F«OM TMl 

OKIGINALS 
THOS6 SHOCKING 


STAG 
STORIES 

A fantastic apportanity 
to obtain a daring, pri- 
vitely printed edition 
featuring those rare 
stag story favorites you 
used to pass along on 
typev/ritten pages. 
Some you'll remember, 
many you've never 
seen, all in their orig¬ 
inal form. Every detail 
intact, every descrip¬ 
tion vivid. They'll leave 
you breathless! 

(THE MIDGET AND THE 
DUCHESS • THE YOUNG 
LADY AND HER DOG • I 
WAS CAPTIVE TO SIX 
WOMEN • DAY IN LIFE 
OF A TRAVELING SALES¬ 
MAN • SHE STOOPS TO 
CONQUER, and many oth¬ 
ers, each more sensational 
than the next. Guaranteed! 


Sent in Plain 
Wropper. Rush 
cash, check ar 
money order; no 
COD'sl 

PRIVATE EDITIONS 

Moiling Address - 
iOX 4«856. DEPT. C-A 
lOS ANGELES 46, CALIFORNIA 





Most girls in the big cities will give 
their shirts for a shore vacation, hut 
wlien they get there they want a man 
worth showing off, shaved, perfumed, 
bronzed and generally well groomed 
— even in his birthday suit. 

T he average French girl has an 
appetite like a healthy young pup¬ 
py, and is quite as playful but far 
more satisfying than man’s best 
friend. Hurry her over a meal, and 
you’ll go home alone, date her 
out offering lunch or dinner, and you It 
not get a second date. At home, shes 
a wonderful cook. She’ll make a salad 
as glamorously and scientifically as she 
conducts her love affairs, and she has 
more relatives than an American Irish¬ 
man, loves them all, remembers their 
birthdays, and she expects them and 
you to remember hers. ^ 

Miss France is democratic. With 
her, the man’s the thing . . . she 11 
consort wih mechanics or million¬ 
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aires as long as th» y are man. When 
she’s with you, she 11 make you grow 
hair on your chest because you’ll feel 
you are the most important thing in 
her life - and you’d better be if you 
want to be treated like a king for a 
day, a month, or a life-time. 

A lthough, you might say these 
French gals are worth knowing, 
and as the local reporter says “a good 
time can be had by all” - if you have 
the time. 

Even if your visit is a hurried one, 
the kind of here-to-day and gone-to- 
morrow type, take heart. Paris has a 
lot to offer. The French ladies who 
make a profession of what my friend 
Marise calls “zee game of love” are 
undoubtedly the most charming and 
approachable in the world. They like 
to eat too, and most of them offer a 
delightful “package” entertainment 
which is something you will want to 


tell your grandchildren about, but 
won’t dare. 

The French, one should add, are a 
lovely race when it comes to pleasure. 
A French waiter will never hover with 
the check while you are enjoying your 
coffee, neither will a French girl, well 
— I’m sure you get what I mean. Take 
your time, brother. 

O F course, there are girls and girls 
in all nations, but the odds are 
high that in France when you take 
your pick, you’ll get something good 
— by the home standards at least. You 
know, I’m sure, that Paris is a mere 
six hours away by jet plane these days 
which means you’ll be able to have 
breakfast in New York, spend a few 
hours in Paris, and get home to mama 
for dinner, and I don’t have to tell you 
that you can see quite a lot of made¬ 
moiselle in a few hours. Even if she 
does make a sucker out of you, you 11 
have fun. # 
































































PLUSH - 



moPE's 

NINA ROSE 




Our continental brothers are fascinated by the graceful 
undulations of this exotic Oriental ballerina. So are we. 






la striptease 


CK-12 LA COQUETTE — Naughty — 
is the feeling you hove when 
wearing this sheer peek- 
through ... A Parisian 
delight, with matching briefs. 

^ In black, pink or powder blue. 

Sizes small, medium and 
V I large. $4.98 


PROFILE 


CK-13 — GLAMOR 

GLOVES — (Shoulder 
length). An exquisite 
mesh accessory . . 
One length fits all 
sizes Boudoir Black 
only. $3.50 a pair. 


montmarte 


CK-I HALTER ERA... 

scoops down ond 
down. Finest 100% 
nylon la<fe. Block or 
red with block loce. 
Sizes 32 to 38. 

$3 98 

CK-2 MY SECRCT 
. . . frilly nylon and 
loce briefs in block, 
white or red with 
block loce. Sizes 22 
to 30 $2.98 


CK*14 BALLET TIGHTS 

A french favorite Nylon 
covered elastic mesh, 
in black Sizes short, 
average, long, extra- 
long $5.95 a pair. 


FRENCH LOOP 


SILHOUETTE 


CK-7 SOUTIEN 
GORGE . . . 
French half bra 
with gleaming 
satin under cups. 
Black or red. Sizes 
32 to 36. A, 
B, C cups. $3.98 


CK-3 P1GALLE . . 
French style hoH 
bra for that high 
pointed tilt. Block 
satin only. Sizes 
32 to 38 $3.98 


SYMPHONIE 


CK-4 PIN-UP . . . 
nylon tricot hip 
skirt. 100% nylon 
loce. In block or 
red with block loce. 
Sizes 22 to 30. $2.98 


CK-10 -PETITE PANTIES 

Parisian panties of clinging, 
long wearing. Helanca nylon 
mirarle stretch ' yarn Black 
o''lv In waist sizes ?? ' to 30' 

S298 


CK-9 MESH HOSE 

. . block hip length. 
Specify short, med. 

or long and foot 
ize. $5.98 


PARISIAN SALES, Department 1202 - 

125 EAST 46th ST., NEW YORK 17, N. Y 

Please rush me, post paid, the following merchandise 


CK-5 MOULIN 

. . . nylon loce 
half bro with 
gleaming sotin 
trim. Block only. 
Sizes 32 to 38. 
$3.98 


CK-6 CHERIE .. 
French cot, nylon 
loce panties with 
rhinestones ond 
mother-of pearl opph- 
que Block or red with 
block loce Sizes 22 to 
30 $2 98 
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From 

Southern 

SPAIN 



The Oranges of 
Sunny Spain are 
Sweet and Luscious 
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From SWEDEN 
From BRITAIN 
From PARIS 
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